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Introductory Addreſs. 


— 


To the LADIES of Great Britain. 


SSIST me Phoebus to refine the Strains, 
Addreſs'd to beauties of the Britiſh plains, 

Ye matchleſs nations, and ye peerleſs maids, 

Who grace our groves, and dignify our ſhades ; 

Attend the artleſs Numbers of a friend, 

Who wou'd Inſtruct you while his lays Commend, 
Arm'd as you are with Beauty, and with grace, 

Th' attractive mein, and ſoul enchanting face, 

Beauty alone's the muſic of the Sphere, 

We ſee, admire, but ſtill we cannot hear, 

Then let your Voice, the melting ſoul ſurprize, 

United with the lightning of the eyes; 

For tender ſounds, the heart with Rapture move, 

And are the breathings of Seraphic Love, 

Paſſion may enter at the Eye tis true, | 

But his dependence on the hearing too ; 

Then thrilling ſounds, with blooming grace unite, 


aͤt once aſlail the hearing, and the ſight, . 
e | Such 


= — n - A - bak - l n — V— 
- « , — F * 3 6 
P — — Ia PP; 5" 2 — : . A — 
— 8 e 


8 * _ 


= —— 
rern 


An Introductory Addreſs. 


Such Charms allied, no Mortal can withſtapd, "me 
But yield obedience to the ſoft command, 

So fair the Features, and fo ſweet the Strain, 
They court the Slav'ry, and embrace the Chain, 
Pleas'd with the Bondage, doat upon your Eyes, 


{| 


And melt in Songs, that little Loves deviſe. 
But in the book of Nature ſtudy Grace, 
For art may Spoil the very faireſt Face; # 
Thus gorgeous Trappings, and a load of Paint, . 


To a meer idol, will debaſe a Saint; 
Then let the Song as Nature dictates run, =: 
And affectation, like a Serpent ſhun, — on . 
To know th' affected Beauty ſings in vain, = |: 
Tho' the clear pipe, ſeems like Apollo's firain ; 

Let Nature guide the Action, and the Song, 

Sing by her Rules, but never Sing too long, 

It is variety alone can pleaſe, _ ] 

Too much of the moſt valu'd Things but teize, 
Then if the Heart by Muſic you'd inſpire, 
Conclude the Song, before the Ear you tire, 
But always ſuit your Singing to the Senſe, 

A thouſand Graces, will accrue from thence, 
The Plantive Song, requires the Melting Strain, 
A tender Note to give a pleaſing Pain, 

Light merry A'rs flow quickly from the Tongue, 
For chearful Words muſt be with ſpirit Sung, ; 


While ſerious Themes, a Solemn tone require, , 
A ſteady Judgmenent, not a rapid Fire, 5 
And Lover's Songs, in ſweeteſt Notes convey, 7 


| The Raptur'd thought, and Sentimental lay. A, 
. Sing by theſe Rules, or etfe your Time you waſte, Þ 
For Nature's but another Name for Taſte. . 
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IL The Zone that captivates the mind, 
The lover's moſt immortal chain, 
That will in fpite of time remain. 


Some thought to give mankind alarms, 
And gain the girdle by their charms, 
But charms alas in time decay, 

And then the Paſſion wears away. 


Some fancy'd opulence wou'd fire, 
J The heart with love's impaſſion'd fire, 


DL EC ACT, 
Or, Love's TRUE ZONE. 
ON, long hath beauty try*d to find, 


But if the Zone's of brilliants made, 
In cupid's eye, their luſtres fade. 


B | Seck 


And makes the ſoul * like ſnow. 


Good humour'd, and free, 


Who to conquer the fair, 


How ſoon you are cloy'd, 
Where the object's enjoy d, 


1 
Seek, if the real Zone you'd find, 


In Delicacy of the mind, 
Which bids the mode bluſh to glow, 


A MaTRIMONIAL SONG. 


AY the grave and the gay, 


M Who are preſent this day, 


Be ſtrangers to ſorrowful thinking, 
Our meanings to be 


While prudence, directs us in drinking, 


Ye bucks now declare, 


New ſchemes are continually trying, 


And cond-mn the weak maid for complying, 


Then ſwains learn to love, 
If you'd happineſs prove, 


Not the blooming young maiden for Maur, 
But her who with care, 


Hath avoided the ſnare, 
Nor yields till commanded by duty. 


Come fill up the glaſs, 
May each ſwain find his lass, 
Like Charlotte conſenting and tender, 


. 
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May ; We 


1 

May the fair learn to ſtay, 

Till the prieſt ſays, Obey, TY 

” And ſtern virtue applauds the ſurrender. 
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*y The Poet taken to Taſe. | 
I Oecaſſoned by the late Dutcheſs of Queenboroughis 
* aſking Mr. Pope, if he thought ſbe really merited 
the general cenſure he had caſt upon the Fair Sex, 
in theſe two celebrated lines. 


*< Some men to pleaſure, ſome to buſineſs take, 

e But ev'ry woman, is at heart a rake. 

* CIR Bard J muſt a queſtion aſk, 

3X And bring your Cynic muſe to taſk, 

Since you, this general cenſure make, 
That ev'ry Woman is a Rake. 


— COS 


Think you, as virgin, or as wife, 

In paſling this precarious life, 

From virtuous thoughts I ever ſwery'd, 
Dr ſuch a ſtigma e' er deſerv'd. 


Madam the ſon of Phœbus cryd, 
The words are juſt, as they're apply'd, 
Fou're grace they ne'er can repreſent, 
Since of meer Woman they're meant. 


But Females delicate of mind, 

With thought above the world refin'd, 

A breaſt where all the virtues glow, 

Witch elegance enſhrin'd in ſnow. 
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Such not meer Women, are much more, 
Above their ſex ſublime they ſoar, 

Such, like your grace, mankind behold, 
As angels young, as ſaints when old. 


*** 
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The Sentimenal Cupid, 


| | By hath no blooming charms, 
: Yet ſhe oft the heart alarms, 
Boaſt ſhe cannot ſparkling eyes, 
Yet can pive the ſoul ſurprize. 


Say how ſhe the ſoul beguiles, 


The 


ö Without roſy dimpling ſmiles, 3 
Devoid of beauty by what art, 3 
4 Can Lydia captivate the heart. . 
0 It is the beauties of the mind, I 

Thought, by ſentiment refin'd, 4 
| And a foul enchanting note, 4 
q Softly warbling from her throat. 4 
! Love the uſe of ſight's deny'd, % 
| But with ears is well ſupply'd, 4 
N Cupid, ſlave of Sound too long, i 
1 Conquer now with ſenſe, and ſong. | 
5 Who the panting breaſt can blame, 1 
ö Caught by Merit into flame, | 9 
| Condemn me not, becauſe my choice, 3 

Is Prudence with a Pretty Voice. 7 


The 


[ Or a Muſico-Poetical Medley of Charges againſt Man. 


A From the beft Authorities. : 
Z  RecirarTive. 4 
3 UR Hearts by nature are to love inclin'd, | 
E And ſoft ideas fill each female mind ; 
= Yet to that ſoftneſs we our ruin owe, 

Als poets ſing, and wiſeſt ſages ſhow. 

3 AiR. 

4 Truſt not to man, 

# Or ruin will enſue, 

F He imiles to kill, 

1 And flatters to undo. 

5 All he can ſay, 

3 Tho? plauſible and fair, 

# Means to betray 

Y And ſpreads an artful ſnare ; 

I If thro' your weakneſs 

3 He his end obtain, 


* NY Your hapleſs fate in vain. 


| 3 » Such is the fate unhappy women find, 
And ſuch the curſe entail'd upon our kind, 
That man the lawleſs libertine may rove 

i Free and unqueſtion'd thro' the wilds of love. 
But woman, ſenſe and nature's eaſy fool, 

A 6 If poor weak woman me from virtue's rale, 


17 1] 


The FAIR ONEs MONITER. 


Thus you'll bewail 


IF 


1 


« If ſtrongly charm'd, ſhe leaves the thorny way, 
« And thro' the ſofter paths of pleaſure ſtray, * 
« Ruin enſues. reproach and endleſs ſhame, + 


« And one falſe ſtep entirely damns her fame, 
„In vain with tears and ſighs ſhe may deplore, 
In vain look back on what ſhe was before, 
«« She ſets like ſtars, that fall to riſe no more.“ 
Then to my words attend with cautious care, 
And above all of flattery beware, | : 
'That is the bait with which men hearts enſnare. i 
For if you let me give advice in vain, 
Thus with the fair Monimia you'll complain. 
+ « Oh! how oft has he ſworn, 
Nature ſhould change, the ſun and ſtars grow 
dark, 
E'er he wou'd falſify his vows to me ! 
«© Make haſte, confuſion then, ſun loſe thy light, 
«« And ſtars drop dead with ſorrows to the carth, 
«« For my Caſtalio's falſe- 
«« Falfe as the winds, the water, or the weather ; . 
« Cruel as tygers over their trembling prey; * 
« I feel him in my heart, he tears my breaſt, 1 
„And at each figh he drinks the guſhing blood. \ 
Soon as conſenting beauty is enjoy'd, 
Thus mourns the fair when tyrant man is cloy'd, 
„ Laſt night he flew not with a lover's halle, 
Which eagerly prevents th' appointed hour, | 
] told the clocks, and watch'd the waſting ig, : FL 
Ry : | 
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* Fair Penitent. 


+ The Orphan, 


1 19 ] 

« And liften'd to each ſoftly treading ſtep 

„In hopes 'twas he, but ſtill it was not he; 

« At laſt he came, but with ſuch alter'd looks, 

© So wild, ſo ghaſtly, as ſome ghoſt had met him 

60 Jhen threw himſelf a bed, | 

« But far from me, as far as he could move, 

« And ſigh'd and toſs'd, and turn'd ; but ſtill from 

me. | 

«« At laſt I preſs'd his hand, and laid me by his ſide, 

« He pull'd it back as if he'd touch'd ſome ſerpent ; 

« With that I burſt into a flood of tears, TS 

« And ask'd him how I had offended him? 

He anſwer'd nothing; but at dawn of day, 

«« Leap'd from the bed, and vaniſh'd. 

* From men ſuch perils all the ſex await, 

Tiis only prudence can reverſe our fate, 8 
„That fate beneath which ev'ry woman's born 

= *© Priz'd to her ruin or expos'd to ſcorn, | 

«© If we want beauty, we of love deſpair, 

« + And are beſieg'd like frontier towns, if fair. 


; Well may exclaim each violated maid, 

I By the vile arts of treacherous man betray'd, 

\ 1“ What have I done, ye pow'rs | What have I 
1 done, | 


« To ſee my youth, my beauty, and my love 
No ſooner gain'd, but ſlighted and betray'd, 
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[ 20 ] 
« And like a roſe juſt gather'd from the alk, 
«« But only ſmelt, and cheaply thrown aſide, 
«« To wither on the ground Tell me heaven? 
a Why name I heav'n——there is no heaven for me, 
66 W 23 hell, have ſeiz'd my tortur'd 
11 ſoul, | 

When each embrace was dearer than the firſt, 
«© Then, then to be contemn'd ; then, then thrown 

off, 7 


« Calls me old and wither'd, and deform'd. 
«© And loathſome | | 
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The turtle flies not from his billing mate, & 
He bills the cloſer e but ungrateful man, 

Baſe, barb'rous man, the more we raiſe our love, 
The more we pall, and cool, and chill his ardor, 


Racks, poiſons, daggars, rid me but of life, = 
« And any death is welcome — | 


" , 

— — Or thus, 

Nothing ſo kind as he when in my arms, 

In thouſand kiſſes, tender ſighs, and Joys, 

Not to be thought again, the night was waſted, 

« At dawn of day he roſe, and left his conqueſt, 

But when we met, and I with open arms, 

{ | © Ran to embrace the lad of all my wiſhes, 

ohh then! he threw me from his breaſt, 

| | * Like a deteſted fin—as I hung too 

IN. Upon his knees, and begged to know the cauſe; 

« He drag'd me like a ſlave upon the Earth, 

« And had no pity on my cries— 

* Daſh'd me diſdainfully away with ſcorn, 

« He did—and more, I fear will ne'er be 3 | 
8 8 


6 
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&« Tho? I ſtill love him, with unabating paſſion, 

* Alas! I love him ſtill. 
| Well may a female then in ſuch a caſe, 
Thus brand, and ſtigmatize the perjur'd race. 

« Drive me, Oh! drive me, from that traitor 

man, | 
« $o I might ſcape, that monſter let me dwell 
« Tn lion's haunts, or in ſome tyger's den, 
« Place me on ſome ſteep craggy ruin'd rock, 
« That bellies out, juſt dropping in the ocean, 
« Bury me in the hollow of its womb, 
When ſtarving on my cold, and flinty bed, 
« ] may from far with giddy apprehenſion 
« See infinite fathoms, down the rumbling deep, 
« Yet not ev'n thoſe in the vaſt whirl of death, 
« Can there be found ſo terrible a ruin, 
* As man, falſe man, ſmiling deſtructive man. 

Or to o'erwhelm the traytor to her love, 

Thus imprecate dread vengeance from above, 
f My mortal injuries, have turn'd my mind 
« And I could hate myſelf for being kind; 
« If there be any majeſty above, 
“That has revenge in ſtore for perjur'd love, 
« Send heav'n, the ſwifteſt ruin on his head, 
« Strike the deſtroyer, lay the victor dead. 


In heightof pomp, when he is warm and young, 
“ Bolted with thunder, let him ruſh along; 


8 . * 


Kill the triumpher, and avenge my wrong, 


"Orphan. 
Theodoſius. 
+ Alendanger the Great. 


cc And | 
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1 
« And when in the laſt pangs of life he lies, 
Grant I may ſtand, to dart him with my eyes, 
1 Nay after death —— | 
« Purſue his ſpotted ſoul, and ſhoot him as he flies. 
Ye pow'rs above, if beauty 1s your care, =—_ 
Attend, and hear a ruined virgin's prayer, 75 
May conſcience in hi face tremendous ſtore 3 
Haunt all his walks, and plunge him in deſpair, =o» 
May ſome unhappy paſſion ſeize his breaſt, 4 
Difturb his days, and break each night his reſt, V 
May he forever know corroding grief, 7 
Sight to be bleſt, and never meet relief, 8 
May the proud object of his love remain, 
Deaf to his ſighs, and ſenſeleſs to bis pain, F 
His woes, his tears, his proteſtations ſcorn, | 2 
And make him curſe the hour he was born, * 
But if by nature, to love's fires inclin'd, 

Or for the nuptial band by fate deſign'd, 

With caution act, let ſage experience rule, 
Carefully chuſe; but never wed a fool. 

Take any elſe for better or for worſe, 

But ev'ry ideot brings a certain curſe, 

Then in your choice, a ſtrict attention ſhow, 

To the advice of the harmonious Rowe 

*“ Were you ye fair, but cautious whom you 

3 truſt, 

«© Did yon, but know, how ſeldom fools are juſt, 
«© So many of your ſex, would not in vain, | 
«© Of broken vows, and faithleſs man complain, 4s 
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I Fair Penitent. 


|. 83-3 


« Of all the various wretches love hath made, 

« How few have been by men of ſenſe betray'd, 
« Convinced by reaſon they your Power confeſs, 
« Pleas'd to be happy, as you are p'eas'd to bleſs, 


« And conſcious of your worth, can never love you 
| leſs,” 


THE ADVICE. 
Onfider ye virgins before ye engage, 
That Marriage 1s binding for Life, 
To pay for their youth you muſt nurſe their old age, 
Or never become a man's Wife. 


A Wife 1s a term but made uſe of for Slave, 

Obedient to what Tyrants ſay ; 

And whether a Good man wed, or a Knave, 
You ſtill will be bound to obey. 


If a rake is your lot, he'll roam without law, 
His errors the world may forgive; 

But if e'er yon commit a ſingle Faux Pas, 
You'll rue it, as long as you live. 


Then weigh it, ye Fair Ones, your Suitors well try, 
Nor fix till you know then the day; 

For tygers themſelves oft their fierceneſs lay by, 
And catch, e'er they frighten their Prey, 


Now 
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NOW OR NEVER 1 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. F 


1 O make the moſt of fleeting time, 
1 | Shou'd be our great Endeavour, 
For Love we both are in our prime, 


The Time is Now or Never. 


A thouſand Charms around you play, 
No Girl more bright or clever : 
'Then let us both agree to day, 
To Morrow will be Never. 


I ne'er ſhall be a better Man, 
I burn with love's high fever. 
Pray now be kind I know you can, 
You muſt not anſwer Never. 


Whilft thus you Chloe turn aſide, 
You fruſtrate my Endeavour : 
That face will fade come down that pride, 
Your time 15 Now or Never. | 


Ere for yourſelf or me too late, 
Say now you're mine for Ever: 

I may be ſnatch'd by care or fate, 
My time is Now or Never. 


The 


533 
rne COQUETTE RECLAIM'' p, 
"2 Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


Fj HE ftory goes, that ſiſter Bet, 
Reſolv'd to play the field coquette, 
Among the ruſtic breed: 
But tir'd of flirting on the green, 
She cry'd, . who'd live, to live unſeen ? 
„Not I, not I, indeed.“ | 


Away ſhe flies, leaves ev'ry ſquire. 
To tell his tale by winter fire, 
While hearts like cherries bleed ; 
«© But what's all this to I, ſays ſhe, 
A rural life won't do for me, 
It won't, it won't, indeed,” 


„Give me the park, to flaynt about, 
«© The play-houſe, Ranelagh, and rout, 
But how did this ſucceed ? 
Admir'd by lords, ſhe loſt her fame, 
On ev'ry window glar'd her name, 
Tis true, tis true indeed. 


At length ſhe ſought the lighted plain, 

Grew a good girl, careſs'd her fwain ; 
And ſoon they were agreed: , 

Will you not love me now, he ſays ? 

„O yes, the longeſt Nights and Days, 
IU love, Lil love, indeed.” 


C The 


— — a ">. .; * 
Ee R = —— — — 


c ret in tro r=. 


. n — — 


— 
a” 


U 26 I 
The MyszrTLE and Ros x. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


T once Pm in love, with two nymphs that are 

| fair, | 

And to ſweets in my garden, theſe nymphs I. com- 
compare; | | Jo 

Nor can ſhrub, nor can bloſſom, be better than thoſe, 

And Jenny's my myrtle, and Chloe's my roſe. 


My Chloe is fond all her charms to diſplay, 

With the roſe in her cheek, ſhe to all would be 
On all paler beauties ſhe looks down with pride, 
And can bear not a flow'ret to grow by her {ide. 


She thinks not how quickly theſe charms will en- 
pire, 

That with may they firſt came, and with ſummer re- 
tire; | | be 

That pride, ſo ſoon over, is fooliſh and vain, _ 

And love, built on beauty, can't hold with a ſwain. 


But Jenny, my myrtle, ne'er changes her face, 
No ſeaſon nor age can her features „ 
She covets no praiſe, nor with envy is ſtung, 
She always is pleas'd, and is pleaſing and young. 


Then, Chloe, I ſudden muſt make my retreat, 
Thy roſe is too blooming, too ſhort-liv'd and ſwect; 
But Jenny, thy Myrtle 1s laſting and green, 


And all the year thro' thou the ſame ſtill art NEG 


„ 


The Homovrovs Lass, 

Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
MART Doll of the green, who lov'd mirth as her 
. life, | | | | 
By many a ſwain was requeſted to wife, 
ler figure was graceful and comely her face, 

Vet in her affections no man had ta'en place: 

I The 'ſquire of the vill took it into his head, 

That he, by great proffers cou'd win her to bed; 

But all his fine artifice Dolly thro' ſaw, | 
And baulK'd the poor 'ſquire with a hearty ha! ha! 


Next Hodge of the vale all his flame did impart, 
Who knew nothing more than a plough or a cart; 
With aukward addreſs he made a ſtrange fuls, 
Turn'd his hat o'er his thumb and beg'd for a buſs, 
The Lout fetch'd a ſigh, and cry'd, *deed doil tis 
i true, 5 
Iſe love the moſt woundely, i'faith, girl I do; 
But — flap'd his fool's chops and bid him with- 
raw, | 


So ſent him away while ſhe loud laugh'd ha! ha! 


Ihe next was a fellow fo ſmart ard fo ſpruce, 
| Who caper'd 
f deuce, | 
And poor Dolly thought to ſerve as the reſt, 
But ſhe was too ſharp, and of him made a jeſt, 
Quoch Doll, Fil ne'er wed till I meet with a man! 
' Much leſs let a fop my affections trapan; | 
„ 


and ſung, mong the girls play'd the 


And 


. 
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And faid, ſach a Thing ſhe before never ſaw, 
But hop'd he'd excuſe it, and laugh'd out ha! ha! 


With the ladies, I know, 'tis a primitive rule, 
Much better be plagu'd with a knave than a fool; 
And others again this opinion impart, 


Their eyes they will pleaſe if they torture their 


heart, | 
From theſe I diſſent, but approve of the plan 
That Dolly laid down, *till you meet with your 
man ; | | 
Then your hands and your hearts may unite without 
3 Fen 
And your conjugal ſtate be one ſcene of ha! ha! 


——_— . . _— 
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Sung by Mifs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
NINCE they trac'd me alone with a ſwain to the 
F | | 


Each Tongue in the village proclaims I'm in love; 


With a laugh they point at us as paſſing along, 
And Collin and Nell are their jeſt and their ſong. 


Suſpicion long whifper'd it over the green, 

But ſcandal now tells what ſhe never has ſeen ; 
Wherever we wander, yet faſter the flies, 

What we do, or we ſay, ſhe reflects with her lies. 


How we trip all by moonlight to love-haunted 
bow'rs; : 
How we toy and we kiſs at the ſweet gliding _ 
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All this and yet more if ſhe will ſhe may name, 

For we meet without crime, and we part without 
ſhame. | 


T own that I love him, he's ſo to my mind, | 
And waits with impatience till fortune's more kind ; 
1 ſtill will love on, till our fate's to be bleſt, 

And the talk may be louder it ſha'nt break our reſt. 


Let malice her tongue and her eyes all employ, 


And envy do all to embitter our joy; 
The time that is coming ſhall ſoften the paſt, 
And crown the gay nymph and her Colin at laſt. 


. 
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The VIRGIN Monitor. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


E virgins of Britain, who wiſely attend 
The dictates of reaſon, who value a friend, 
Come liſt to my counſel, and mark what I ſay, 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 
Ye, &c. 1s | 


Tho? guarded by virtue's all foſtering hand; 
Tho' modeſty lend you her magical wand; 
Tho' innocence deck you with ſpotleſs array, 
Ye damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


When firſt the gay beauties of nature appear, 


And Phizbas bright ſmile chears the juvenile year: 
| YO | When 


— 
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When the birds chaunt their amorous notes from 
. each ſpray, | 5 
Le damſels beware of the dangers of May. 


Should Flora propoſe you the vernal delight, 

Her delicate paintings exhibit to ſight; 

In her meadows and fields, ſhonld you frolic and play, 
Beware, Oh! beware of the dangers of May, | 


When the blood briſkly flows, the all eloquent eyes, 
| Reveal every ſecret the heart would diſguiſe; 

The boſom quick-panting with force ſeems to ſay, 
Tis hard to reſiſt all the dangers of May. 


Should an amorous youth this ſoft ſcene to improve, 
With ardour implore the reward of his love; 
If Hymen attend you his dictates obey, 

For wedlock removes all the dangers of May. 


Sung by Mr. Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


F faireſt flow'rs the vale prefer, | 
And ſhed ambroſial ſweetneſs there; 

While the tall pine and mountain oak, 

Oft feel the tempeſt's ruder ſtroke. 


So in the lowly moſs- grown ſeat, 

Dear peace and quiet dwell, 
The ſtorms that wreck the rich and great 
Fly o'er the ſhepherd's cell. | 


— <0 


The Birks of EN DPERMaAx. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Ranelagh. 


4 \ HE ſmiling morn, the blooming ſpring, 
Invite the chearful birds to fing ; 


— — — a - ” — — — 


Be he 

And, while they watble on each ſpray, 
Love melts the univerſal lay : hl 
Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, | {| 
Like them improve the hour that flies, 
And in ſoft raptures waſte the day, 
Among the birks of Endermay. 
Among, &c. 


For ſoon the winter of the year, 

And age life's winter will appear ; 
At this thy living bloom will fade, 
As that will trip the verdant ſhade, 

= Our taſte of pleaſure then is o'er, 
Ihe feathered ſongſters are no more; 
And when they droop and we decay, 
Adieu the birks of Endermay, 


Behold the hills and vales around, ' 
With lowing herds and flocks abound ; if 
The wanton kids and friſking lambs | 

C:ambol and dance about their dams, f 
The buſy bees with humming noiſe, : 
And all the reptile kind rejoice, | 1 
Let us like them, then ſing and play, q 
About the birks of Endermay, | '1} 


** 


NaN cx of the VALE. 
Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Ranelagh. 
REcITATIVE. 5 in 


”"F IL F weſtern ſky was purpl'd o er, 
With ev'ry plcafing ray, 
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And flocks reviving felt no more, Sa 
The ſultry heats of day ; | 
When from a hazel's artleſs bow'r, ] 


Soft warbled Strephon's tongue; 
He bleſs'd the day, he bleſs'd the hour, 
While Nancy's charmes he ſung. 

. | E 

Let fops with fickle falſhood range, 

The paths of wanton love, 
While weeping maids lament the change, | 

And ſadden ev'ry grove ; 
But endleſs bleſſings crown the day, 

I ſaw fair Eſham's dale, 


And every bleſſing find its way, 
To Nancy of the vale. 


FLY 


Far in the winding vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found, 
And ſhad'wing rocks and woods conſpir d 
To fence her beauties round: 
That nature in ſo lone a dell 
Should form a nymph ſo ſweet, 
Or fortune to her ſecret cell, 
Conduct my wand'ring feet ! 


Gay lordings ſought her for their bride, 
But ſhe would ne'er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, ſhe cry'd, 

_ A5 | will prove to mine 3 3 


e 

'Tis Strephon on the mountain's brow 
Has won my right good-will; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 

With him Pl! climb the hill. 


Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair ; 
To her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow'd my future care. | 
And when this vow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego ; 
The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow. 


3 —— * 
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Sung at Ranelagh by Maſter Blundell. — 14 
VE fair be advis'd by a friend, | 

W Whoſe counſel proceeds from the heart, 
On beauty no longer depend, ; 14 
Dr fly to the efforts of art. 1] 
If a ſhepherd you'd gain to your arms, | 4 
Let virtue each action approve ; | 
Her charms the fond boſom alarms, 

And ſoftens the ſoul into love. 


To day be not nice as a bride, 4 
To morrow untimely ſevere; | 
Let prudence and truth be your guide, 
Nor caprice or folly appear , 
_ Unleſs you thus govern your mind, 
And baniſh deceit from your breaſt, 


1 


Too ſoon by experience you'll find, 
Inconſtancy ne'er can be bleſt. 3 
Neglected you'll wither and fade, 
Till beauty by age ſhall decay, | 
Then lonely retreat to the ſhade, 
And mourn the ſad hours away ; ö 
How deſp'rate will then be your fate: 4 
How great your ſad loſs to deplore ; 
Repentance, alas! 1s too late, | \ 
When the pow'r to charm is no more. 1 


linen | 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, at Ranelagh. 


O thee, fair freedom, I retire, 
From flattery, falſehood, dice and din, | 
Nor art thou found in domes much higher, 1 
Then the low cot or humble inn. * 
*Tis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign, t 
And ev'ry health, which I begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champagne; | 
For freedom crowns it at an inn. 55 | 


CA 
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I fly from pomp, I fly from plate, 

I fly from falſehood's ſpecious grin; 

Freedom I love, and form J hate, 

And chuſe my lodging at an inn. 

Whae'er has travell'd life's dull round; 
Whate'er his ſtages may have been; 

May ſigh to think he {till has found, 

The warmeſt wiſhes at an Inn. 


UNDER 
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Baung by Mr. Vernon, at V auxhall Gardens. 

T AST Midſummer eve, as I paſs'd thro' the 
grove, | 1 

I met with young Phillis, the goddeſs of love; 

My heart was tranſported, you well may ſuppoſe, 

I gave her a kiſs—but 'twas ander the roſe. | 

She ſtarted and bluſh'd, and reply'd with a frown, 


« Don't fancy, young ſwain, I'll be kiſs'd by a 
_ Clown; ES oy 
« P'm courted by young Strephon — ſee yonder he 
des * | 
Still I gave her a kiſs—but twas under the roſe. 


« Come, come, deareſt charmer,” I tenderly cry'd, 
] care not for Strephon ; I'Il not be deny'd, 
He's falſe to young Phillis ; he very well knows, 
© My heart is right honeſt, tho' under the ro/e. 


elf Strephon be falſe, what has Phillis to do? 
(She anſwer'd in anguiſh) No men ſure are true. 
O yes, my dear girl (I reply'd) don't ſuppoſe, 
But Damon is conſtant, tho? ander the re/e. 


„If you love me (ſhe cry'd) here then freely! 
| give, | * 
My heart and affection as long as I live.” 1 
L led her to church, and ſhe does not ſuppoſe, {1 
Lat Damon is conſtant, tho ander the ro/e, 1 


Parr x 


11 
Parry of the HIL I. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. 


O Venus, queen of ſoft delight, 
Accept a ſuppliant's prayer, 
Who wiſhes to attend the rites 
In which thy vot'ries ſnare: 
Inſpire his tongue with gentleſt airs, 
Yet void of art or ſkill, 
Whilſt he his unfeign'd love declares 
For Patty of the hill. 


What ſtrains, O goddeſs ! muſt he find 
To melt her frozen heart, 
Since words.can ne'er expreſs his mind, 
Nor e'er his pain impart ! 
Unleſs thy ſon ſhall aid his lays, 
And love in her inſtill, | 
In vain will prove his artleſs praiſe 
Of Patty of the hill. 


Her cheeks with roſe and lily vies, 
Her breath with ſweet woodbines, 

Inferior far unto her eyes, © 
The ſparkling diamond ſhines ; 

| Her voice excels the linnet's notes, 

| Exceeds the thruſh's ſtile, 

In vain they ſtrive to raiſe their notes, 
Like Patty's of the hill. 


How ſhall J paint her tender mind, 
(The charms J moſt admire) 
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In her is ev'ry virtue join'd, 
| That paſſion can inſpire, 
IF Her ſoul the graces all refine, 
. She bends to reaſon's will, 
I'd freely all the world reſign 
Poor Patty of the hill. 


Ro 
Las 


Jenny and Nanny. 


: Sung by maſter Brown, at Marybone, 


HEN innocent paſtimes our pleaſure did 

©. :* CROWN, - | | 

Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 

Ere Nanny became a fine lady in town, 

How lovely, and loving, and bonny was ſhe! 

Roule up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Let no new whim take thy fancy from me : 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 

Favour thy Jemmy who dotes upon thee. 


Can the death of a linnet give Nanny the ſpleen ? 

Can loſing of trifles a heart-aching be? 

Can lap-dogs or monkies draw tears from thoſe 
e'en, 

That look with diſdain on unfortunate me ? 

Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautiful Nanny, 

Scorn to prefer a vile parrot to me: 

Oh! as thou art bonny, be faithful as any, 

Think on thy Jemmy who doats upon thee. 
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Oh think, my dear charmer, on e' ery ſweet hour, 
That flid away ſoftly between thee and me: 
| D Ns Ere 
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To rival my love and impoſe upon thee. 


Their wit, and their taſte, and their genius pro- 


With the ardours of youth all her paſſions enflame; 


Vet fearleſs you'd truſt her, tho' thouſands may fue, 


With his bars, and his bolts, his dar and 


9} 
Ece ſquirrels, and beaux, and their fopp' ry had 


power 


Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifully Nanny, 
Let thy deſires be all center'd in me: 

Oh ! as thou art bonny, be prudent as any, 
Love thy own Jemmy » who dotes upon thee. 


_—_— 
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A favourite ſong, ſung by Mr. Vernon, at Vaux- 
hall Gardens. 


IN CE artiſt, who ſue tor the trophies of 
r 


claim, 
Attend to my ſong, where you'll certainly find 
A ſecret diſclos'd for the good of mankind; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due— 
I have found out a padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er your dame. 


r 


Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter deiire, 
And languiſhing lovers ſtill ſigh and admire; 
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When I tell you my padlock to Keep a wife true. 


Tho' the huſband may think that he wiſely re 
ſtrains, 
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lo fatally weak muſt this artifice prove! 
Can fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love ? 
XZ Throw jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adieu, 
KReſtraint's not the padlock to keep a wife true. 


Should her fancy invite to the park or the play, 
All- comply ing and kind you muſt give her her way; 
While her taſte and her judgment you fondly ap- 
is "Prove; .- ---: | | | 

YL is reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love: 
And believe me no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 
For the fair-one is ſafe, if you padlock her mind. 


Tho' her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 

et the huſband be Joſt in the lover and friend; 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 

is the charm of indulgence that binds the ſoft Sex; 
They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in 

i view, 
3 Cood-huntour's the Padlock to keep a Wife true. 


© Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


BJ 6m a prong Siepherd, the pride of te plain 
The laſſes all ſtrive my affections to gain ; 


Gy . I'm teaz d by young Phillis, young Bridget and Sue; 
ay what would you have ſuch a young ſhepherd do ? 
co. I cannot be eaſy wherever I go, | 


$ Nor know I the reaſon they follow me ſo; 
11 * Tis ſtrange, I am ſure, you will readily own, 
9 That tho” I refufe, you won't let me alone. 
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$0 lovely and kind, was too good to go there. 


| „ 
Laſt night at the Wake, when 1 danc'd on the green 
Such numbers came round me as never was ſeen; 


To be teaz'd in this manner no mortal can bear, 
So I fix'd upon one who is lovely and fair. 


Her eaſe and good-nature, 1 vow and proteſt, 
Have gain'd my affection beyond all the reſt, 

She has wit, youth, and beauty, the paſlions to move, 
And at laſt 'm afraid I am ſmitten with love. 


Loans * 


The FAIR-SEX VINDICATED. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall Gardens, 


HE goodneſs of Women, ſome men will dif 


pute, 
But I ſhall their arguments fairly confute ; 
Undeniably prove that they do what they ought, 
And ſay what you wall, they are never in fault. 


You ſometime object to their voluble tongues, 
That they harras your ears, and deſtroy their own 
lungs; EO 5 
Should they talk, pretty creatures! from morning 
| till night, e 


From ſifteen to fifty they are all in the right. 


If reſentment againſt the fair-ſex you conceive, 
Give attention to ſlanders, and ſlanders believe; 
Behold their ſweet faces—reſentment will fly, 
Vexation turn pleaſure, and jealouſy die. 


The poets ſtrange tales tell of Orpheus, you know, | 


How he went for his wife to the regions below ; 
But it muſt be a falſhood, ' becauſe one ſo fair, 
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No more at theſe charmers, ye unthinking, rail, 
But o'er your barbarity let 'em prevail; 
Perfection to kings and to females belong, 
For women, like monarchs, can never do ny 
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Sung by Mr. Taylor, at \Marybone Gardens, 


'2 OOME love to range, ſo fond of change, 
\ Variety's their ſhrine ; : 
Each has his ſcheme and fav? rite whim, 
* But woman, woman's mine. 

The feſtive bowl, the martial ſoul, 

* he miſers I decline; 

Like childiſh toys, to ſome their joys, 

9 But lovely woman's mine. 


With various arts ſne charms our hearts, 


1 And makes this life divine; 

Por all the tricks of all the ſex, 
. P11 ſtill have woman mine. 
_— 1 


Let idots rave, what wou'd they have; 
The Sex they can't define; 
XZ Juſt as ſhe is, ſhe's form'd to pleaſe, 
| And long be woman mine, 


The ſparkling eye, the melting ſigh, 
When heart and heart conjoin; 
The bliſs of love, all bliſs above, 
Make charming woman mine. 


D 3 


Then tunes his pipe, and ſings fo ſweet, 


I 42 J 
In pomp and ſtate, ſucceed, ye great, 
Pll envy nor repine; 
If bleſt with pow'r, to life's laſt hour, 
To keep dear woman mine. 


9 — 


Y my ſighs you may diſcover 
W hat ſoft wiſhes touch my heart ; 
Eyes can ſpeak and tell each other, 
What tbe tongue cannot impart. 


Bluſhing ſhame forbids revealing 

Thoughts your breaſt may diſapprove ; 

But 'tis hard and paſt concealing, 
When we truly, fondly love. 


[Da Capo 
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Sung by Mrs. Baddely, at Vauxhall. 
NA Jockey was the blitheſt lad. 


That ever maiden wood; 
When he appears, my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and good. 
He talks of love, whene'er we meet, 
His words with rapture flow ; 


I have no pow'r to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 

And flies to me alone; 
At every fair, and all the wakes, 
1 hear them making moas ; 


1:48 ] 

Me buys me toys, and ſweetmeats too, 
And ribbands for my hair; 

No ſwain was ever half ſo true, 

Or half ſo kind and fair. 


Where'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If ſockey is but by, 
For Ia one am all his care, 
When any danger's nigh, 
He vows to wed, next Whitſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, fay, 
To be young Jockey's wife ? 
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Sawney, why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ?. 
() Thy preſence could eaſe me, 

When nething could pleaſe me, Tk 
Now dowie I ſigh on the banks of the Burn, 
Or tarow the wood, laddie, until thou return, 
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o' woods now are bonny, and mornings are clear; 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing; | 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eyne or my ear, 
When throw the wood, laddie, ye din na appear. 
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That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell; 
Pm faſh'd wi'their ſcorning, | 
Baith ev'ning and morning? 
Taeir jeering gacs aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
ben throw tne wood, laddie, I wander my fell. 


Then 
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Then ſtay, my dear Sawney, nae longer away; : 


But quick as an arrow, 
HFaſte here to thy marrow, | 
Wha's living in langaur till that happy day; 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'} dance, fing and 
play. 
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A favourite Scotch Rox DEAu. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall. 
E nymph 'tis true to Colin's ſtrain, 
I've often liſtn'd in the grove, 
And can you blame me that a ſwain, 
Like Colin ſhould engage my Love. 


Alaſs ! could I my heart ſecure, 
Unleſs to worth and merit blind ; 
Ah! ſay cou'd you yourſelves endure, 
To ſlight a ſwain ſo true and kind. 


When truth conveys the tender tale, 

And honour breathes the ſhepher'd gh, 
Love o'er diſcretion will prevail: 

To ſhun its power in vain we try. 


The Nox-PARIELTLIE. 
F H E nymph that I lov'd was as chearful as 


day, 
And as ſweet as the bloſſoming hawthorn in May 
Her temper was ſmooth as the down on the dove; 
And her face was as fair as the mother's of love : 


Tho 


no 


1 


© Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds, 

And receives gentle odours from flowery beds; 
yet warm in affection as Phœbus at noon, 4 
And as chaſte as the ſilver-white beams of the moon. 


Her mind was unſully'd as new falling ſnow, 

And as lively as tints from young Iris his bow: 
As clear as the ſtream, and as deep as the flood; 
he, tho' witty, was wiſe, and tho' beautiful, good: 


The ſweets that each virtue, or grace, had in ſtore, 


| 0 She cull'd, as the bee does, the bloom of each flow'r, 
Which, treaſur'd for me, O! how happy was I ! 
For tho? her's to collect, it was mine to enjoy 
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True Way TO KEEP HIM, 


E fair, poſſeſs'd of ev'ry charm 
To captivate the will ; 

Whoſe ſmiles can rage itſelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill ; 

Say, will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part ; 

An honeſt verſe, that flows fincere 
And candid from the Heart? 


Great is your pow'r ; but, but, greater yet, | 
Mankind it might engage, 


1, as ye all can make a net, 


Yeall could make a cage ; 


Each 
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Each nymph a thouſand hearts may take ; 
For who's to beauty blind ? e 
But to what end a pris'ner make, 
Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind? 


Attend the counſel often told, 
Too often told in vain ; 
Learn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain. 
Gameſters to little purpoſe win, 
Who loſe again as faſt; 
Tho? beauty may the charm begin, 
Tis ſweetneſs makes it laſt. 


— 


Sung by Miſs Catley, in Loves in a ViLLace. 
2 IS not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the ſoul convey; 
Minds poſſeſs ſuperior Worth, 
Which chance nor gives, nor take away. 
Like the ſun true merit ſnews, 
By nature warm, by nature bright; 
With inbred flames he nobly glows, 
Nor needs the aid of borrow's light. 
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Sung by Miſs Catley, in the JovIXAI Crew. 
O woman her envy can ſmother, 

Tho? never ſo vain of her charms; 
It a beauty ſhe ſpies in another, 
The pride of her heart it alarms, 
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New conqueſts ſhe ſtill muſt be making, 
Or fancies her pawer grows leſs; 
Her poor little heart is ſtill aching 
At fight of another's ſucceſs, 


But nature deſign'd, in love to mankind, 

= That different beauties ſhou'd move, 

© Still pleas'd to ordain, none ever ſhou'd reign, 
Sole monarch in empire of love. | 

Then learn to be wife, new triumphs deſpiſe, 

And leave to your neighbours their due; 

If one cannot pleaſe, you'll find by degrees, 

* You'll not be contented with two; 

No, no, you'll not be contented with two. 


999 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


N pleaſure's ſmooth wing, how old time ſteals 
= away. 

And love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray ? 
3. My days, O ye ſwains ! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſtilneſs of night: 
Jo care found a place in my cottage, or breaſt, 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 


'Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air: 
S0 kindly young Cupid had pointed the dart, 
That] gather'd the tweets, but I miſſed the ſmart : 
: toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a bee; 
But il! all my fong was, „ I'll ever be free.” 
| | Twas 
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*T'was then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yieled : 
Ten thouſand gay fcenes were diſplay'd to my fight ; 1 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 


1 
If I ftray'd thro' the garden, or travers'd the field, 


If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night; 
With my reed J could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And wake to new life from a rapturous dream. 


But now, ſirce for Hebe in ſecret I ſigh, 
Alas! what a change! and how wretched am I! 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade; 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade; 
No muſick I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 
And the Brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in 
vain. 


They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs J ſee ; 
On other ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me: 
Then teach me, bright Venus, perſuaſion's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to ranſom my heart ; - 
To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 1 
Give love to the nymnph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 
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Sung at Drury-lane, in the Mis ER. 

OW brim-full of nothing's the life of a beau? i 
They've nothing to think of, they've nothing (ll 
. 3 

And nothing to talk of, for nothing they know; 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


198 1 
For nothing they riſe, but to draw the freſh air; 
Spend the morning in nothing, but curling their 


ght ; hair; | 
And do nothing all day, but ſing, faunter, and 
am, ſtare: | 


och, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 
uch, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


2 


WE For nothing, at night, to the play-houſe they croud; 
To mind nothing done there, they always are 


1 proud; 
Zut to bow and to grin, and talk nothivg aloud : 
rs in 1 Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 


Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


X For nothing they run to th' aſſembly and ball; 
And for nothing at cards, a fair partner they call; 

For they ſtill muſt be baſted, who've nothing at all: 
Such, ſuch, 1s the life of a beau; | 
Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau. 


For nothing, on Sundays, at church they appear; 

FO have nothing to hope for, and nothing to 
ear: 

2 can be nothing no where, who nothing are 

$ £12 ES | 

uch, ſuch, is the life of a beau; 

'Y Such, ſuch, is the life of a beau, 
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The Rover. 


N all the ſex ſome charms I find, 
| I love to try all womankind, 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty ; 
The fair, the ſmart, the witty, 
In Cupid's fetters, moſt ſevere, 
I languiſh out a long, long year, 
The ſlave of wanton Kitty; 


The ſlave of wanton Kitty. 


At length I broke the galling chain, 

And fwore that love was endleſs pain, 
One conſtant ſcene of folly ; 
One conſtant, ac. 

I vow'd no more to wear the yoke; 

But ſoon I felt a ſecond ſtroke, 

And figh'd for blue-ey'd Molly; 

And ſigh'd, &c. 


1 With treſſes next of flaxen hue, 
| Young Jenny did my ſoul ſubdue, 
| That lives in yonder valley; 
| ; That lives, &c. 5 

j Then Cupid threw another ſnare, 

1 And caught me in the curling hair 

W Of little tempting Sally; 

- BY „ 


1 Adorn'd with charms, tho' blithe and young, 
My roving heart with bondage ſprung, 
1 This heart of yielding mettle ; 
This heart of yielding mettle; 


„ 
And now it wanders here and there, 
b turns the prize of brown and fair, 
But never more will ſettle; 
But never more will ſettle. 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto, and Mrs. Mattocks, 
In Love in a Village. 
Mrs. Pinto. 
OPE ! thou nurſe of young defire, 
Fair promiſer of joy, 


. Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
| Temp' rate ſweet that ne'er can cloy. 


Mrs. Mattocks. 


op e! chou earneſt of delight, 
9 Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 

| Y © Balmy cordial, proſpect bright, 
I Sureft friend the wretched find. 


Both. 


kind deceiver, flatter ſtill; 

| Deal our pleaſures unpoſſelt ; 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, | 
1 And in wiſhes make me bleſt, 


Sung by" Mr. Lom. 
Jr": Hebe I left with a cautious deſign 


in wine; 


E 3. 
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To 'ſcape from her charms, and to drown 'em 


I try'd 


. 
. 
N 


I try'd it, but found, when I came to depart, 


I repair'd to my reaſon, intreated her aid, 


L 52 J 
The wine in my head, and ſtill love in my heart. 


Who paus'd on my caſe, and each circumſtance 
weigh'd; 

Then gravely pronounc'd, in return to my prayer, 

That Hebe was faireſt of all that was fair. 


That's a truth, reply'd I, I've no need to be taught, 
I came for your counſel, to find out a fault: 


{f that's all, quoth reaſon, return as you came, 
'To find fault with Hebe, would forfeit my name, 


What hopes then, alas ! of relief from my pain, 
While, like lightning, ſhe darts thro' each throbbing 
vein ? CE 15 e 
My ſenſes ſurpriz'd, in her favour took arms, 
And reaſon confirms me a ſlave to her charms. 


Sung by Miſs. Radley, in the PapLock, 
728 I a ſhepherd's maid, to keep, 
On yonder plains a flock of ſheep ; 
Well pleas'd I'd watch the live long day 
My ewes at feed, my lambs at play : 
Or, would ſome bird that pity brings, 
But for a moment lend its wings ; 
My parents they might rave and ſcold, 
My guardian ſtrive my will to hold; 
'Their words are harſh, his walls are high, 
But ſpight of all away I'd fly. 


„ 


Sung by Mr. Dibdin, in the PaDLOCK. 
EAR heart! what a terrible life am I led? 
A dog has a better that's ſhelter'd and fed; 
Night and day 'tis the fame, 
Fs My pain 1s dere game ; 
Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 


Whate'er's to be done, 
Poor black muſt run ; 
Mungo here, Mungo dere, 
Mungo every where. 
Above or below, 
Sirrah, come, firrah, go; 

g Do ſo, and do ſo. 

= Oh! oh! | 

Me wiſh to de Lord me was dead. 
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The LIN NET S. 


S bringing home, the other day, 
Two linnets I had ta'en, 
The little warblers ſeem'd to pray 
For liberty again: 
Unheedful of their plainti ve notes, 
I ſung acroſs the mead ; _ 
In vain they tun'd their pleaſing throats, 
And flutter'd to be freed. SO 


As paſling thro' the tufted grove, 
Near which my cottage ſtood, 


IF 
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EY IS 
F thought I faw the queen of love, 
When Chlora's charms I view'd ; a 
I gaz'd, I lov'd, I preſs'd her ſtay, 
To hear my tender tale, 
But all in vain—ſhe fled away, 
Nor could my ſighs prevail. 


Soon thro? the wound, which love had made, wh 
Came pity to my breaſt, | 
And thus I (as compaſſion bade) 
The feather'd pair addrefs'd : 
& Ve little warblers, chearful be, 
Remember not ye flew ; 
% For I who thought myſelf ſo free, 
«« Am far more caught than you.“ 


— 
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in Tromas and SALLY. 
HEN late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph I ſtrove in vain 
My wild deſire to rally: 
But now they're of themſelves come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They center all in Sally ? | 


ALATA 2 2 2 — 


Yet ſhe, unkind one! damps my joy, 
And cries, I court but to deſtroy: 
Can love with ruin tally ? 
By thoſe dear lips, thoſe Eyes, I ſwear, 
I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. 


ER” "ox, 


, wwe 


F . 

Dome then, oh come! thou ſweeter far 

S Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 

Or lillies of the valley; 

O follow love, and quit your fear, 

He'll guide you to theſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally 


* 
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A favourite ballad, 
And ſung by Mrs. Weiehſel, at Vauxhall. 
FIOME, Colin, pride of rural ſwains, | 
O come, and bleſs thy native plains ; 
'The daiſies ſpring, the beaches bud, 
The ſongſters warble in the wood. 


Come, Colin, haſte, O haſte away, 
Your ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will wake the birds, and fan the trees. 


O come, and ſee the violets ſpring, 
The meadov's ſmile, the linnets ſing ; 
Your eyes our jovleſs hearts can chear, 
O haſte, and make us happy here. 


— I 


O longer let whimſical ſongſters compare 

| The merits of wine with the charms of the 
fair : i | - 

I appeal tothe men, to determine between 

A Pun-belly'd bacctus and beauty's fair queen, 
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The pleaſutes of drinking henceforth I reſign; _ 
For tho? there is mirth, yet there's madneſs in wine: 
Then let not falſe ſparkles our ſenſes beguile; | 
Tis the mention of Chloe that makes the glaſs ſmile, 


Her beauties with rapture my ſenſes inſpire, 

And the more I beheld her, the more I admire! 
Put the charms of her temper and mind I adore; 
Theſe virtues ſhall bleſs me when beauty's no more, 


How happy our days when with love we engage! 
*Tis the tranſport of youth; 'tis the comfort of 
age; | | | | 

But what are the joys of the bottle or bowl? 
Wine tickles the taſte, love enraptures the ſoul! 


A ſot, as he riots in liquor will cry, 

The longer I drink, the more thirſty am I, 

From this fair confeſſion, 'tis plain, my good friend, 
You're a toper eternal, and drink to no end. 


Your big-belly'd bottie may raviſh your eye, 

But how fooliſh you look when your bottle is dry: 
From woman, dear woman, ſweet pleaſure muſt 
ſpring ; 1 

Nay the ſtoics muſt own it ſhe is the beſt thing. 


| Yet ſome praiſes to wine we may juſtly afford; 

| For a time it will make one as great as a lord; 
But woman, for ever, gives tranſport to man, 

And I'll love the dear ſex—aye, as long as I can. 


Love 
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: | Lovs in Low Liz. DAS 
Roe Nd Jockey he courted ſweet Moggy fo 
7 | fair ; | 5 
The laſs ſhe was lovely, the ſwain debonnar: 
hey hugg'd, and they cuddled, and talk'd with 
: their eyes, 

And look'd, as all lovers do, wonderful wiſe. 


A fortnight was ſpent ere dear Moggy came too; 
(For maidens a decency keep when they woo:) 
At length ſhe conſented, and made him a vow z 
And Jockey he gave, for his jointure, his cow. 
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They pannell'd their dobbins, and rode to the fair, 
Still kiſſing and fondling until they came there: 
They call'd on the parſon, and by him were wed ; 
And Moggy ſhe took her dear Jockey to bed. 
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They ſtaid there a week, as the neighbours all ſay; 
And none were ſo happy and gameſome as they: 
Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt un- 
74 kind ; SE 

For jockey rode on, and left Moggy behind. 


WT Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe cry'd, gaffer Jock, 
Pray what is the reaſon that Moggy you mock ? 

BW Quoth he, gooſe, come on! why now you're my 
3 bride; | 


And when volk are wed, they ſet fooling aſide, 


He 


F 
He took home his Moggy good conduct to learn, 
Who bruſh'd up the houſe, while he thatch'd the old 
8 8 Ek : 
They laid in a ftock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wife uſually do. 


* 
* _— 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


ORINNA was lovely, was witty and young, 
| _ all o'er the town had her praiſes been 
ung; b 
The beer and the fops paid their court to her eyes, 
And the belles, tho' her rivals, beheld with fur- 
prize: 
Vet to all, who in praiſing her charms did excell, 
Her anſwer was only, indeed very well. 
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 Lyſander, amidſt her admirers preſt, 

And the true flame of love found to plow in his 
breaſt ; | | 

With awe he approach'd, and with modeſty ſpoke, 

Yet his paſſion ſhe treated as only a joke; 

'Tho' the pangs he endur'd no tongue could e'er tell, H 

Yet her anſwer to all was, indeed very well. 


Denials provok'd him to try other ways, 

Nor barely to knee], and to utter her praiſe, 

He boldly embrac'd the bright nymph in his arms, 
And kiſs'd her and feaſted himſelf with her charms ; 
She thought, of her lovers he did all excell, 


But anſwer'd Lyſander, as yet, very well. N 
OY. ; 


| . . 
s ſhe faintly repuls'd him, the ſwain grew more 
p „ | 1 
hat ſoon ſhe conſented to have and to hold; 

At Hymen's bright altar received her fair hand, 
Attended by Cupids, a choice little band; 

Her face ſweetly ſmiling ſhe dares not to tell, 
That Lyſander ſhe loves, ay, indeed very well. 
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1 HEN trees did bud, and fields were green, 
1 W And flow'rs were fair to fee | 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her eye; 

& Blithe Jockey's looks her heart did move 
= To ſpeak her mind thus free, 
Gang down the turn, my gentle love, 
And ſoon V1 follow thee.” - 


Now Jockey did each lad ſurpaſs 

= That dwelt on this burn fide ; 

And Mary was a bonny laſs, 
Juit meet to be a bride : 

Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 

= Her eyes were azure blue, 

Her looks were like Aurora bright, 

Her lips like dropping dew. 

What paſs'd I gueſs was harmleſs play, 
And nothing, ſure, unmeet! 

For ganging home, I heard them ſay, 
They lik'd a walk ſo ſweet! 
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1 
His cheek to her's he fondly laid; 
She cry'd, “ Sweet love, be true; 
« And when a wife, as now a maid, 
To death PI follow you.” 


r *— 


H heavy the time rolls along, 
Now Julia 1s out of my fight ; 
How dull is the nightingale's ſong, 
"That formerly gave ſuch delight ? 
The meadows that ſeemed ſo green, 
Now loſe all their verdure of May ; 
The cowſlip and violent are ſeen 
To droop, fade, and wither away. 


Bright Phœbus no longer can pleaſe, 
Gay proſpe&s no longer can charm 
E'ven muſick affords me no eaſe, 
'Tho' wont ev'ry paſſion to calm: 


My flocks too diſfordezly ſtray, 5 1 


And bleat their complaints in my Ear; = 
No more they leap, frolick, and play, .- 
But ſad like their maſter appear. = 
But ah ! if my Julia were ſeen, | | = ( 
My lambs they'd rebound on the plain ; 11 
Fach floweret wou'd ſpring on the green, 1 
And nightingale's charm me again: 
Return then, my fair-one, return, s 
Vour coming no longer delay; l 
O leave not your Shepherd to mourn, ] 


But haften, my charmer, away, 


3 
Advice 


„ 2+-: 
Abvick to the Lapiss. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


OULD you wiſh to gain a lover, 
W You ſhould all your hopes conceal ! 
Men inconſtant will diſcover | 

What too oft our ſex reveal. 


Virtue teaches wile diſcretion, 
Fickle men are full of arts, 
By a thoughtleſs fond confeſſion, 
They ſeduce and {teal our hearts. 


Would you wiſh, &c. 


Shun, O ſhun, then ſeft perſuaſion, 
Let not tears your paſſion move, 
But embrace the firſt occaſion, 
When convinc'd they truely love. 


Would you wiſh, &c. 


Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, in the Maid of the Mill. 


FE the man that I love, was I deſtin'd to 


dwell, | 

On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell; 
Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 
More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 
Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 
To what folly eſteems, and the vulgar admire; 
| yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are plac'd, 
Inſenſible creatures! tis all they can taſte. 

| 5 MW, 
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"On! 
Sung by Mr. Morris. 
In Lovs in a Vittace. 


HE honeſt heart, whoſe thoughts are clear 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlot's ſmile. 
The greatneſs that would make us grave, 
Is but an empty thing; | 
What more than mirth would mortals have ? 
The chearful man's a king | 


\ N JF HEN the trees are all bare, not a leaf to be 
„„ | | | 

And the meadows their beauties have lot ; 

And all nature diſrob'd of her mantle of green, 

And the ſtreams are faſt bound with the frolt ; 

When oy peaſant, inactive, ſtands ſhiv'ring with 

cold, | | 

As bleak the winds northerly blow, 

And the innocent flock run for ſhelter to fold, 

With their fleeces all cover'd with ſnow. 


In the yard, when the cattle are fodder'd with ſtraw, 

And ſend forth their breath like a ſteam ; 

When the neat-looking dairy-maid ſees ſhe muſ: 

thaw, | OS, 

Flakes of ice which ſhe finds on her cream; 

When the blythe country laſs, as freſh as a roſe, 

As ſhe careleſsly trips, often ſlides ; | 

And the ruſtick laughs loud, if in falling ſhe ſhews We 

- Thoſe charms which her modeſty hides. | When | 
nen I 


=] 


When the lads and the laſſes for company join'd, 

As round the hall embers they ſat, : 

Talk of witches and fairies, that ride on the wind, 
And of ghoſts till they're all in a ſweat; _ 5 
When the birds to the barn- door come hov'ring for food, 
Or ſilently fit on the ſpray | 

And the poor timid hare, in vain ſeeks the wood, 
For faithleſs her footſteps betray. 


Heavens grant in that ſeaſon, it may be my lot, 
With the girl that I love and admire, 

When the iſicles hang to the eve of my cot, 

I may thither in ſafety retire : 
There in neatneſ and quiet, and free from ſurprize, 
We may hve in each other ſecure, 
Nor feel any turbulent paſſions ariſe, 

But thoſe which each other can cure, 


1 


A FavouriTE SonG in Saul. 


N not, O king, againſt the youth, 


Who ne'er offended you; 
Think, to his loyalty and truth, 
What. great rewards are due; 
Think, with what joy that godlike many 
Lou ſaw that glorious day; 
Think, and with ruin, if you can, 
Such ſervices repay, 
From cities ſtorm'd, and battles won; 
What glory can accrue ? 


By this, the hero beſt is known, 
He can himſelf ſubdue. 
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The LIL of the VAL E. 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 


"3-5 fragrant lily of the vale, 
So elegantly fair, 


Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 
To Chloe I compare ; 

What though on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide; 

Its ſweetneſs far out-vies the roſe. 
That flaunts with ſo much pride. 


The coftly tulip owes its hue 14 
To many a gaudy ſtain ; | 2 
In this we view the virgin white 
Of innocence remain: 1 
See how the curious floriſt's hand | 6 
Uprears its humble head, | = 
And to preſerve the charming flower, + 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace ; 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely face ; 
But pray, my Chloe, now obſerve 
The inference of my tale; 
May I the floriſt be—and thou 
The Lily of the Vale. 


Parry wy 


138 
Sung by Mr. Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 
Par T of the MiLL. 

AR ſweeter than the Hawthorn bloom, 
Whoſe fragrance ſheds a rich perfume, 
And all the meadows fill; 

Much fairer than the lily blows, 


More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 
Is Patty of the Mill. 


The neighbouring ſwains her beauty fir'd, 
With wonder ſtruck they all admir'd, 

1 And prais'd her from the mill; 

> Each ſtrove, with all his ruſtic art, 


Io ſooth and charm the honeſt heart, 
8 Of Patty of the Mill. 

haut vain were all attempts to move 
A fixed heart more true to love 

9 Then turtles when they bill; 


14 A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 

And ſweet content ſmiles in the face 
Of Patty of the Mill. 

The good a friend in fortune find, 

Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 

"8 And guards it from all ill; 


Ye fair, for ever conſtant prove, 4 

Be ever kind, be true to love, a 

Like Patty of the Mill. i] 

9 A favourite Song in Mipas. 7 
NF OVELY nymph aſſwage my anguiſh, 1 
At your feet a tender ſwain |: 


a 1} 
Prays you will not let him lauguith ; 
One kind look wou'd eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad that courts 
You, he not long need fue in vain ; 
Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports, 
You ſcarce will meet his like again. 
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WorDpLy HAPPINESS in SITE of PHILOSOPHT. 


O curb the will with vain pretence, 
Philoſophy her force employs, 
And tells us, 1n deſpite of ſenſe, 
'That life affords no real joys : N 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; {+ 
Envy me not, immortal Jove, 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her 1 Jove, 


Since you have giv'n deſires to men, 
Deny us not enjoyment free ; 
Muſt I be happy only then, 
When], alas! ſhall ceaſe to be; 
Such idle whims my heart abjures; 
Envy me not, 1mmortal Jove, 
If I prefer my bliſs to your's, 
Claſp'd in the arms of her J love. 


ir 
FLORA. 


A favourite Air, Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vaux- 
hall. 


HEN chilling winter hies away, 
1 Flora, reafſume my reign ; 
Borne on the wings of balmly May, 
come to paint the woods and plain; 
Ambroſial ſweets I have in ſtore, 
The cowſlip, violet, roſe appear; 
The nymphs and ſwains my power adore, 
And wiſh my preſence all the year; 
Enrich'd by me the grateful throng, 
All dreſt with flow'rs and garlands gay, 
With feſtive pipe, and dance and ſong, 
Now keep their much lov'd Flora's day. 


The Hayrey MEETING. 
Sung at Ranlagh. 
S Jamie gay gong'd blithe his way, 
Along the banks of Tweed; 
A bonny laſs, as ever was, 
Came tripping o'er the mead: 
The hearty iwaln, unt: wght to feign, 
The buzor ny 5 1 d: 
And full of glee, as lad could be, 
Beſpake the pretty 9 8 


Dear laſſy, teil, why by thine ſel 

Thou haſt'ly wand'reſt here? 
My ewes, ſhe cry'd, are ſtraying wide; 
Can'ſt tell me, laddy, where f 


To 


„ 


To town iſe hie, he made reply, 
Some muckle ſport to ſee ; 

But thou'rt ſo ſweet, ſo trim and neat, 
Iſe ſeek the ewes with thee, | 


| 

W' She gin her hand, nor made a ſtand, 

Ht But like the youth's intent; 

O'er hill and dale, o'er plain and vale, 
Right merrily they went: 

The birds ſang ſweet the pair to greet, 
And flowers bloom'd around ; 

And as they walk'd, of love they talk'd, 
And joy, which lovers crown'd, 


And now the ſun had roſe to noon, 
(The Zenith of his pow'r) 
When to a ſhade their ſteps they made, 
To paſs the mid-day hour: 
The bonny lad rowPd, in his plaid, 

The laſs who ſcorn'd to frown; 
She ſoon forgot the ewes ſhe ſought, 
And he to pang to town. 


CO I — 
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Sung in Trex Cus ron or THE MANOR. 
\ HEN the roſe is in bud, and blue violets 


blow, | 
And the birds ſing us love ſongs from every bough, 
When cowſlips and daifies, and daffodils ſpread, 
Adorning, perfumes the flowery mead, 


Our 


E 
Our cleanly milk-pail 
Is fill'd with brown ale; 
Our table, our table's the grass : 

Where we fit and we ſing, 

And we dance in a ring, 

And every lad has his laſs ; 
There we fit and we fing, and we dance! in a ring, 
And every lad, every lad has his laſs. 


1 
ben without the plough the fat oxen do low, 
F a he lads and the laſſes a ſheep ſhearing go; 
Dur ſhepherd ſhares his jolly, jolly fleece, 
"How much richer than that which they ſay was in 
| Greece! 

Tis our cloth, and our Food, 

And our politic blood; 

*T1s the ſeat which our nobles all fit on; 
. "Tis a mine above ground. 
2 Where our treaſure's all found, 
g "= the gold, and the ſilver of Britain; 
. 1 115 a mine above ground, where our treaſure's all 
5 found, 
Tis the gold, and the ſilver of Britain. 
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Tre Falk sr of the Fair, 
Sung at Ranelagh. 


\ Betſy ! wilt thou gang with me, 
Nor ſigh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 
The lonely cot and ruſſet gown ? 
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„ 
Nae longer dreſt in filken ſheen, 
Nae longer deckt wi' jewels rare; 
Say, canſt thou quit each courtly ſcene, 


Where thou wert faireſt of the fair. 


O Betſy ! when thou'rt far awa, 
Wilt thou not caſt a wiſh behind ? #7 
Say, canſt thou face the flaky ſnaw, 4 
Nor ſhrink beneath the northern wind? 3 
Say, can that ſaft and gentleſt mein, 

Severeſt hardſhips learn to bear? 

Nor ſad regret each courtly ſcene, 


\ 
Where thou wert faire/? of the fair. | 


m ALSPAHM 2% 
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O Betſey ! can'ſt thou love ſa true, 
Thro' perils keen wi'me to go? 

Or when miſhap the ſwain ſhould rue, 
To ſhare with him the pang of woe? 
Or when invading pangs befall, 

Wilt thou aſſume the nurſe's care? 
Nor wiſhful thoſe gay ſcenes recall, 
Where thou wert Faireſt of the fair? 


And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou receive his parting breath? 
Wilt thou repreſs each ſtruggling ſigh, 
And chear with ſmiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his much lov'd clay 
Strew flowers, and drop the tender tear ? 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou wert faire} of the fair. 


Sung 
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4 
. 

We 


31-1 


. Sung in the Serenata of Soll oMOR. 
L me lovely ſhepherd, where 

5 Thou feed'ſt at noon thy fleecy care: 
Direct me to the ſweet retreat 

That guards thee from the mid day heat; 
Leeſt by thy flocks I lonely ſtray, 

Without a guide, and loſe my way: 

Where reſt at noon thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where. 


— 
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| The BIRD. 
| Sung at Marybone Gardens. 
| HE bird that hears her neſtlings cry, 
1 And flies abroad for food, 
Returns impatient thro' the ſky, 
To nurſe the callow brood : 
The tender mother knows no joy, 
But bodes a thouſand harms ; 
And ſickens tor the darling boy, 
When abſent from her arms. 
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Such fondneſs with impatience join'd, 
My faithful boſom fires; 

Now forc'd to leave my fair behind, 
The queen of my deſires: 

The pow'rs of verſe too languid prove, 
All ſimilies are vain, 

To ſhew how ardently I love, 
Or to relieve my pain. 


The ſaint with fervent zeal inſpir'd, 
For heay'n and joys divine; 
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The ſaint is not with rapture fir'd, 
More pure, more warm than mine : 


1 take what liberty I dare, 


T were impious to ſay more; 
Convey my longings to the fair, 
The goddeſs I adore. | 


-Q 
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Sung in the DounLe DisayrolNTMENT, 


Herever I'm going, and all the day long, 
| Abroad or at home, or alone in a throne, 
] find that my paſſion's ſo lively and ſtrong, 
That your name, when Pm ſilent, runs itill in my 
ſong. 
Sing balinamone ora, balinamone ora, 
Balinamone ora, a kiſs of your ſweet lips for me. 


Since the firſt time I ſaw you | take no repoſe ; 


I ſleep all the day to forget half my woes: 
So hot is the flame in my boſom which glows, 


By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my clothes. 


Sing balinamone ora, balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black hair for me, 


In my conſcience, I fear I ſhall die in my grave, 
Unleſs you comply, and poor Phelim will ſhave, 
And grant the petition your lover does crave, _ 
Who never was free till you made him your ſlave, 
Sing balinamone ora, balinamone ora, 
Your pretty black eyes for me, 


On 


28 


In 


. 

On that happy day, when I make you my bride, 
With a ſwinging long ſword, how I'll ſtrut and PII 
ſtride! To | 

In a coach and fix horſes with honey T'Il ride, 
As before you I walk to the church by your ſide, 
Sing balinamone ora, balinamone ora, 
Your little white filt for me. 


In L' Allegro il Penſeroſo. 
E T me wander not unſeen, 
By hedge-row elms on hillocks green: 
There the ploughman, near at hand, 
Whiitles o'er the furrow'd land; 
And tne milkmaid ſingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe; 
And every ſhepherd teils his tale 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 
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Or let the merry bells ring round, 
And the jocund rebecks ſound, 
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'To many a youth, and many a maid, | ; 
Dancing in the chequer'd ſhade. 3 
| | 

we e 
Caoss Puxroszgs. Sung at Ranelagh. 1 
oO loves Mary paſſing well, i 
And Mary ſhe loves Harry; | 


But Harry ſighs for bonney Bell, 
And finds his love miſcarry ; 
For bonny Bell for Thomas burns, 
While Mary flights his paſtion. 
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So ſtrangely freakiſh are the turns 
Of human inclination. 


Moll gave Hal a wreath of flow'rs, 
Which he in am'rous folly, 

Conſign'd to Bell, and in few hours, 
It came again to Molly : 


Thus all by turns are woo'd and woos 


No turtles can be truer ; 
Each loves the object they purſue, 
But hates the kind purſuerer. 


As much as Mary 'Thomas r 
Proud Hal deſpiſes Mary; 
And all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, ſhe vents on Harry: 

If one of all the four has frown'd, 
You ne'er ſaw people grummer ; 
If one has ſmil'd, it catches round, 
And all are in good-humour, 


Then, lovers, hence this leſſon learn, 
Throughout the Britiſh nation 

How much 'tis ev'ry one's concern 
To ſmile at reformation. _ 

And till thro? life, this rule perſue, 
Whatever objects ſtrike you, 

Be kind to them that fancy you, 
That thoſe you love may like you. 
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He ſlightly regarded her air and her mien: 
The charms of her mind he alone did commend, 
Not warm as a lover, but cool as a friend; | 
From friendſhip, not paſſion, his raptures did 


And he boaſted his heart, was a ſtranger to love. 
New charms he diſcover'd, as more ſhe was known 


er face grew a wonder, her taſte was his own ; 
Her face, &c. | 
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1 And ev'ry dear virtue beam'd forth in her mind: 
Still, ſtill for the ſanction of friendſhip he ſtrove, 


IN 
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A lover thus conquer'd can ne'er give offence; 
Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe ; 
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. Sung by Mr. Lowe. | 
| 3 1 HEN firſt by fond Damon, Flavella was ſeen, 


He ſlightly regarded her air and her mein; 


move, 


Her manners were gentle, her ſenſe was refin'd, 


Till a ſigh gave the omen, and ſhew'd it was love 
Till a ſigh, &c. 


Now, proud to be conquer'd, he ſighs for the fair, 
Grows dull to all ee. but being with her ; 
Grows dull, &c. | | 

He's mute, till his heart-ſtrings are ready to break; 
For fear of offending forbids him to ſpeaks; 

And wanders a willing example to prove, 


That friendſhip with woman is ſiſter to love; 
That friendſhip, &c. 


Not a dupe to her ſmiles, but a ſlave to her ſenſe; 
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1 
His paſſion nor wrinkles nor age can allay, 
Since founded on that which can never decay; 
And time, that can beauty's ſhort empire remove, 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love; 
Increaſing her reaſon, increaſes his love. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks, In Love in a ViLLAGE. 


O how ſhall J, in language weak, 
My ardent paſſion tell, 

Or form my fault'ring tongue to ſpeak 
That cruel word, farewell! | 
Farewell—but know, tho? thus we part, 

My thoughts can never {tray ; 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart 
Muſt with my charmer ſtay, 


On FRIENPDSHIP. | 
HE world, my dear Myra, is full of deceit, 


And friendſhip's a jewel we ſeldom can meet; 

How ſtrange does it ſeem, that in ſearching around, 

This ſcource of content is ſo rare to be found? 

O, friendſhip ! thou balm, and rich ſweetner of 
liſe ; | 

Kind parent of eaſe and compoſer of ſtrife; 

Without thee, alas ! what are riches and pow'r, 

But empty deluſion, the joys of an hour! 


How much to be priz'd and eſtem'd is a friend, 
On whom we may always with ſafety depend? 
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Our joys, when extended, will always increaſe, 
And griefs, when divided, are huſh'd into peace: 
When fortune is ſmiling, what crouds will appear, 
Their kindneſs to offer, and friendſhip ſincere; $ 
Yet change but the proſpect, and point out diſtreſs, q 
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The Balrish FaIR. 


| Sung by Mrs. Arne, at Vauxhall. 
HCEBUS meaner Themes diſdaining, 
To the Lyriſt's call repair, 
And the ſtrings to rapture ſtraining, 
Come, and praiſe the Britiſh fair, 


No longer to court you they eagerly preſs. 3 
— — —.— — — ns | 
Sung by Mrs. Mattocks, In Love in a VILLAGE. i 
1 THEN once love's fubtle poiſons gains | 
„5 A paſſage to the female breaſt; j 
Rnſhing. like lightning, thro' the veins, | 
1 5 0 | bt 
= Each with, and ev'ry thought's poſleit. { 
Io heal the pangs our minds endure, | 
5 Reaſon in vain its ſkills applies: | 
Nought can afford the heart a cure, ; 
1 But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
9 Born to conquer and to ſpare, 
3 Were not gallant, were not glorious, 
1 Till commanded by the fair. | 


K — - mu? — 
— . — 
= # o — 0 3 RES — * _ 
af . f o - — oo — * % - 
” - = * 
* P ²˙—̃̃ ̃ ͤ üñ¹ñm̃ N — —— — ; 
— * 27 


2 


= 
44 to rs 
— 


4 
* 
. : 
38 
. 
1 
. 
AF 
. 
bl 
"1% 
. 
4 I] 
LY 
7 
EM 


7 ²³ Wo a,” + 


— CS 


41 p—__—_—— 


r 


PRO * 
WEE * ' er OP 
. m vw IST PA. 
= 5 L * y% 
4 —— —— —— e 


n Nr 


C78 1] 

All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 

Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, 
But as borrow'd from the fair. 


Reaſon is as weak as paſſion, 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd by the Britiſh fair. 
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A Scots Ca N TATA. 

LATE Jonny faintly teld fair Jean his mind; 
Jeany took pleaſure to deny him Jang. : 

He thought her {corn came frac a heart unkind ; 

Which gart him in deſpair tune up this fan: 


O bonny laſſie, ſince 'tis ſae, 
That I'm deſpis'd h thee, 

L hate to live; bur, of | I'm u 
And unko ſweer t lie. 

Dear ſenny, think what dowy hours 
[| thole by your diſdain: 

Ah! ſhould a breaſt ſae ſoft as yours 
Contain a heart of ſtane? 


Theſe tender notes did a! her pity move; 
With melting heart ſhe liſten'd to the boy; 

O ercome, ſhe (mil 'd, and promis 'd him her love's - 
He in return thus ſung his riſing J9y - : 


Hence frae my breaſt contentious care, 
Te've tint the pow'r to ping; 


Sighs and ſonnets are ſent to melt her, 


C1 
My Jeany's good, my Jeany's fair, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 
Spread thine arms, and give me fouth 
Of dear enchanting bliſs ; 
A thouſard joys around thy mouth 
Gie heav'n with ilk a kiſs. 
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Sung at Vauxhall. 
A HSRC ſhall Celia fly for ſhelter ? 


In what ſecret grove or cave ? 


From the young, the gay, the brave; 
Tho” with prudiſh airs ſhe ſtarch her, 

Still ſhe longs, and ſtil] ſhe burns: 
Cupid ſhoots like Hymen' archer, 

Whereſoe'er the damſel turns. 


Yutue, youth, good ferſe, and beauty, 
(It diſcretion guide us not) 
Sometimes are the ruffian's booty, 
Sometimes are the booby's lot: 
Now they're purchas'd by the trader, 
Now commanded by the peer; 
No ſome ſubtie mean invader 
Wins the heart, or gains the ear. 


O diſcretion! thou'rt a jewel, 
Or our grand-mamas miſtake, 
Stinting flame by bating fewel, 
Alvays careful and awake. 
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Would you keep your pearls from tramplers, 
Weigh the licence, weigh the banns ; 
Mark my ſong upon your ſamplers, 
Wear it on your knots and fans, 
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A Hint to the Fals SEX, 
The Words by Mr. Lockman. 


9 F UAINST the deſtructive wiles of man, 
Your hearts, ye fair-ones, guard; 
Their only ſtudy's to trapan, 
And play a trickfter's card; 


With ftrange delight poor women they ſlight, 
Amule, ener belie: 


Hence, girls! beware—look ſharp—take care; 


For men are wond'rous ſly. 


That Proteus man, like him of old, 
A thouſand forms will take ; 
His venal ſoul is all for gold, 
A crocodile, or ſnake, 
See his dire thread ! this ſpider ſpread 
To catch the female fly: 
Hence, girls! beware look ſharp—take care; 
For men are wond'rous ſly. 


A porcupine with rage inſpir'd, 
At nymphs he darts his quils; ; 
A baſiliſæ by frenzy fir'd, 


His glance by poiſon kills: 
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1 
With fraudſul arts he ſteals their hearts, 
Then throws the baubles by; 


Hence, girls! beware look ſharp—take care 


For men are wond'rous fly. 


Was the whole race of men to meet 
In one vide-ſpreading plain, 
Of conſtancy, of faith, to treat, 
And virtue's ſpotleſs train, 


To find a youth renown'd for truth, 


Whole ages we might try : 


Hence, girls | beware—look ſharp—take care 


For men are wond'rous ſly. 


— — 
— 


A favourite ſong in TAMERLAN E. 
O thee, O gentle ſleep, alone 
Is owing all our peace; 


By thee our joys are heighten'd ſhown, 
By thee our Sorrows ceaſe. 


The nymph whoſe hand by fraud or force 


Some tyrant has poſſeſs'd, 
By thee obtaining a divorce, 
In her own choice is bleſs'd, 


O ſtay, Arpaſia bids thee ſtay, 
The ſadly weeping fair, 
Conjures thee not to loſe, in day, 
The object of her care. 


To graſp whoſe pleaſing form ſne ſought, 
That motion chas'd her ſleep: 


1 
Thus by ourſelves are oft'neſt wrought, 
The griefs for which we weep. 


A 


A favourite Scotch Song. 


7 Y laddie is gang'd far away o'er the plain, 

M While in ſorrow behind I'm forc'd to re- 
main ; | 

Tho' blew-bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

Tho' trees are in bloſſom, and r oi blows the 

thorn ; | | 

No pleaſure they give me, in vain they look gay, 

There's nothing can pleaſe me now Jockey's away; 

Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ftrain, 

Haſte, haſte, my dear Jockey, to me back again, 


When lads and the laſſes are on the green met, 


They dance and they ſing, they laugh and they chat; 


Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee, 
I can't without envy their merriment ſee: 
'Their paſtimes offend me, my laddie's not there, 
No pleaſure I reliſh that Jockey don't ſhare ; 

It makes me to ſigh, I can ſcarce tears refrain, 
1 wiſh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 


But hope ſhall ſuſtain me, nor will I deſpair 3 
He promis'd he wou'd in a fortnight be here ; 
On fond expectation my wiſhes I'll feaſt, _ 
For love, my dear Jockey to Jenny will haſte : 
Then farewel each care, adieu each vain figh, 
Who'll then be ſo bleſt, or ſo happy as I ? 
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PI ſing thro? the meadows, and alter my ſtrain, 


When Jockey returns to theſe arms back again. 


2 


Sung by Mr. Shuter, in the opera of Tom Jones. 


'T HE women attempted ſome few years ago 
Their lovers to charm with a ſmall head; 
But now on their noddles as bumpers they ſhew, 
As if the whole carcaſe was all-head : | 
'This faſhion the ſex of admirers will rob ; 

Their conqueſts they certainly puſh ill, 

In ſtriving to charm with a boliter'd-out nob, 


As large as a Wincheſter buſhel. 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the opera of Tom Jones. 
WEET mercy is the lovelieſt flower, 
That heaven ere planted in the mind; 


The queen of virtue, whoſe ſoft power, 
Can e'en to godhead raiſe mankind, 


Let patriots, kings, and heroes boaſt, 
A name that will in hiſt'ry live; 

Yet he reſembles heav'n the moſt, 
Whoſe godlike boſom can forgive. 


* 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


O pleaſe me the more, and to change che dull 
ene, 

My ſwain took me oft to the ſports on the green; 

Ty And 


1 4 - ] 
And to every fine ſight would he tempt me to roam, 


For he fear'd Jeſt my heart ſhould grow weary of 
home. | 


To yield to my ſhepherd ſo fond and ſo kind, 
I left my dear cot and true pleaſures behind; 
And oft as I went ſaw *twas folly to roam, 

For falſe all the joy was that grew not at home. 
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To flirt, to be prais'd, was to me no delight, 

I ſigh'd for no ſwain with my own in my kght ; 
Then how could I wiſh all abroad thus to roam, 
When love and contentment were always at home? 


Like the bird in the cage, who's been kept there too 

long, | | | = 
I'm bleſt as I can be, and ſing my glad ſong; 11 
J atk not again in the woodlands to roam, I 
Nor chuſe te be free, nor to fly from my home, 


Ye nymphs, and ye ſhepherds, fo frolick and gay, 
Who in roving now flutter your moments away 4 
Believe it my aim ſhall be never to roam, 4 
But to live my life through, and be happy at +4 

home. | 
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The HIGHLAND QUEEN. 1 
Sung by Mr. Vernon. ö 
Sailor's voice. tho? coarſe, can raiſe 
A note to melodize his lays, e 
And quit the ſwelling feas to praiſe 


The charms of Highland Nelly. 
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The droning bagpipe ſhall be mute, 

of] such muſic with ſuch charms can't ſuit, 
When ev'ry muſe will tune her lute 


In praiſe of Highland Nelly. 


Ve tinkling rills, ye fertile plains, 
Where blyth content for ever reigns, 
Repeat abroad the honeſt ſtrains 

* Which flow in praiſe of Nelly. 


Still be the lowland laſſes fair, 
„Still be they proud of golden hair; 
But where's the grace, the mein, the air, 
0 That ſhines in Highland Nelly? 
Amidſt her nymphs when Venus ſtood, 
Pe air as ſhe left the briny flood, 
'Z Unleſs ſhe mov'd, no gazer cou'd 


Difcern the Queen of Beauty. 


So at a lowland ball I've ſeen 
Unmov'd this pretty Highland Queen; 
But when ſhe danc'd, ye gods! I've been 


In love with Highland Nelly. 


Sung by Mr. Owenſon, at Vauxhall. 


Od tell me that life has its ſorrow and care, 


That if man did not make them he never would 
bear ; : 


They both to the paſt and preſent relate, | 
And the wiſe in the preſent will ſeek future fate. 


Cares 
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To the preſent no ſorrow kind nature aſſign'd, 


Thy ſcent is gone, thy leaves are dead; 


L 36 ] 
Cares joined to the future by nature's decree, 
The preſent from care, if we will, may be free; 


It belongs to the paſt, let us leave it behind. 


If the preſent is right, it muſt ſurely be vain, 
To think what has been, or what may be again; 
Let what you poſſeſs your attention employ, 
The gifts of this moment, this moment enjoy. 


Does eaſe at this moment, its bleflings impart ? \.3 
Does health with its vigour, encircle your heart ? 4 5 
At once, have you now beauty, muſick and wine; [ 10 
Tis a folly at what you have not, to repine. | 


*Tis folly to think what to morrow may ſay, 
When it comes it will tell you its name is to day; 
To day then your own, you to morrow defy, 
And may live without ſorrow or care till you die. 
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Sung in the Burletta of the Noble Pedlar. 


EAR lovely roſe that in the morn, 
When firſt I pluck'd thee from the thorn, 
With matchleſs bluſhes dy'd ! 
Why ſhould thy matchleſs beauties fade, 
Which in the morning thou diſplay'd, 
In all thy infant pride? 


Where are thy varied colours fled ? 


Ales! Pve loſt my roſe, 


_ . 

Where are thy heav'nly beauties laid, 

hen winter kills each verdant blade, 
With cold and chilling ſnows. 


> 
* 


g 3 5 Sung by Mr. Owenſon, at Vauxhall. 


OR Florimel ſo fair of late, 
To ſigh was all the faſhion, 
he witty, handſome, brave and great, 
By turns declar'd their paſſion ; 


kl By crouds of ſwains ſurrounded ; 
T was {till her pride each heart to pain, 
Put heal not one ſhe wounded. 


But now grown old ſhe'd fain repair, 

> Her loſs of time and pleaſure, 
With willing eyes and wanton air, 

© Inviting every gazer. | 
With practis'd ſmiles, ſhe ſoon beguiles, 


. 
4 by 2 
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Prom froſt to fire relenting; 
No billing dove more pants for love, 


Before ſhe's aſk'd conſenting. 


= With the firſt weather changing; 
The lover like the ſwallow flies, 
From ſun to ſun ſtill raging. 

Ve fair, ſince youth will ſoon away, 
From hence this leſſon borrow, 
The haughty maid that's aſk'd to day, 
Conſents too late to morrow. 


rom court, from camp, from grove to plain, 


Mos 
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| MipsummeRr Noox. 

Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 
V Zephyrs come flutter and play, 
[| To life wake my fond drooping breaſt ; 
'\'F Who can bear all this fever of day, 
1 And taſte either pleaſure or reſt ? 
Wl | Then panting and dying, PII fly from the kours, 
And hie to the ſtreams, and to ſweet ſhady bowers, 


The toils of the field are all o'er ; 

i The ſhepherd and ſheep all retreat, 

They think of their paſture no more, 

But crowd to their ſhelter from heat. 
All panting, &c. 
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Then welcome thou dear leafy grove, 
Where Sol cannot peep with a ray; 
Mong woodbines, and myrtles I'd rove, 
Alone wear the moments away. 

Then panting, &c. 


Then Strephon, O come thou not nigh | : 3 
Thy fight l'm not able to bear, | 
In vain from Sol's fury, I fly, ' © 
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If love and thou follow me here. 8 
Then panting alone lec me fly, &c. | 1 
Sang by Mr. Champneſs, in HazLequin's ; 


INVASION. 

O ME, chear up, my lads, tis to glory we 
ſteer, 

To add ſomething new to this wonderful year: 


3 E 

To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves; 
For who are ſo free as we ſons of the waves? 
4 CHoRVUs. | 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our * 
ö We always are ready, 
= Steady, boys, ſteady ; 
2 We'll fight, and we'll conquer, again and again. 


Wie ne'er ſee our foes, but we wiſh them to tay ; 
They never ſee us, but they wiſh us away; 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore 
And if they won't fight us, we cannot do more, 


Heart of oak, &c. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes ! 

"They'll frighten our women, and children, and 
beaus 3 

But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 


Heart of oak, &c. 


We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll ſtill make mem 
{weat; 

In ſpite of the devil and Bruſſels Gazette : 

Then chear up, my lads, with one voice let us ling, 

Our foldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen and king. 


Heut of oak, Kc. 
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The words by Mr, Garrick. 0 Ly 
NCE more I'll tune the vocal ſhell, 
To ills and dales my paſſion tell, 
H 


3 


„ 
A flame which time can never quell, 
| But burns for thee, my Peggy: 
You, greater bards, the lyre ſhould hit 3 
For ſay, what ſubject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling wit 
And bloom of lovely Peggy? 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 

That paints the due-beſpangled thorn, 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy: 

And when in Thetis' lap to reſt, 

He ſtreaks with gold the ruddy weſt, 
He's not ſo beauteous as, undreſt, 


Appears my lovely Peggy. 


When Zephyr on the v1 let blows, 
Or breathes upon the damaſk roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets diſcloſe, 
0 As does my lovely Peggy. 
I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 
And (truſt me) nought but truth I ſay, 
The fragrance of the blooming May 
Was not ſo ſweet as Peggy. 
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Was ſhe array'd in ruſtic weed, 
With her the bleating flocks I'd feed, 
And pipe upon the oaten reed, 
| To pleaſe my lovely Peggy: 
With her a cottage would delight ; 5 
All's happy when ſhe's in my ſight: 
But when ſhe's gone, 'tis endleſs night, 
All's dark without my Peggy. 


88 


While Bees from flow'r to flow'r {till rove, 


| Every kind expreſſion charm'd me, 


L931 
And linnets warble thro? the grove, 
Or ſtately ſwans the water love, 

So long ſhall I love Peggy: 
And when death, with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that rives my heart, 


My Words ſhall be when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy! 


RonpEavu. | | 
Sung by Mr. Barthelemon, at Ranelagh. * 
TY me cruel cupid, tell me, 
How this miſchief firſt befel me ? 
In a Moment ſo to quell me: 
He but woo'd and I was won. 
In a moment ſo to quell me ! 
He but woo'd and I was won. 


Every tender look alarm'd me, 
Every gentle ſigh diſarm'd me, 
Till I lov'd but him alone. 
Let me then, on love relying, 
Make a merit of complying, 
For him happineſs denying; 
J, alas! refuſe my oWn. 


— — — —— — — 


| A CANTATA, | 
Sung by Mrs. Baddely at Ranelagh, 

FT Pve implor'd the gods in vain, 

| And pray'd till Ive been weary, 

ror once PH try my with to gain, 

O! Oberon the fairy. 


ll * ] 
1 f | Alx. 
Ii} Sweet airy being, wanton ſpright, 
It That lurks in woods unſeen, 
i | Or oft by Cynthia's filver light, 
Wi Trips gaily o'er the green. 
ni If e'er thy pitying heart was mov'd, 
'4 As antient ſtories tell, 
And for th' Athenian maid that lov'd 
Wil Thou ſought'ſt a wond'rous ſpell, 
O deign once more t'exert thy pow'r, 
Will Haply ſome herb or tree, | 
Wi Sovereign as juice of weſtern flow'r, 
Will | _ Conceals a balm for me. 
1 Mi RecitraTIvE. 
Ah haſte, and ſhed the ſacred balm, 
Wilt | My ſhatter'd nerves new ftring ; 
11 And for my gueſts ſerenely calm 
Wi! The nymph Indiff'rence bring, 
Wil. At her approach ſee fear, pale fear, 


And expectation fly 
And diſappointment in the rear, 
That blaſts the promis'd joy. 
The tear that pity taught to flow, 
| The eye ſhall then diſown ; 
'The heart that griev'd for other's woe, 
Sßhall then ſcarce feel its own. 
And wounds that now each moment bleed, 
Each moment then ſhall cloſe ; 
And tranquil days ſhall then ſucceed, 
To nights of calm repoſe. 
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0, fairy elf, but grant me this, 
3 This one kind comfort ſend, 
And ſo may never-fading bliſs, 
Thy flow'ry paths attend. 


| : 80 may the glow-worm's glitt'ring light 
= Thy tiny footſteps lead 
3 To ſome region of delight 


1 Unknown to mortal tread. 
And ve thy acorn goblet fill'd 
1 With heaven's immortal dew, 


From ſweeteſt freſheſt flow'rs diſtill'd, 
That ſhed freſh ſweets for you. 


And what of life remains for me 
I'! ll paſs in ſober eaſe ; 
Half-pleas'd, contented will I be, 
Content but half to pleaſe. 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall. 


IMPLE Strephon, ceaſe Fompintnings 
Talk no more of fooliſh love; ; 
Think not e'er my heart to reign in, 
'Think not all you ſay can move. 


Did I take delight to fetter 


Thrice ten thouſand ſlaves a day; 


1] 
Thrice ten thouſand times your betters 
Gladly would my rule obey. 


Simple Strephon, &c. \ 


Seek not her who ſtil} forbids you, 
1 I To ſome other tell your moan 
| if; Chuſe where'er your fancy leads you, 
BY Let Clorinda but alone. 


Simple Strephon, &c. 
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The Goop FELLow. 


| Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall Gardens, 1 
1 ISTANT hie thee, carping care, TP 
Thi il From the {pot where I do dwell ; * 
Li! Rigid mortals, come not there, 
„ Frowns, begone to hermit's cell; 11 
Baut let me live the life of ſouls, 3 
Wich laughter, love, and flowing bowls, 5 
0 Miſer, with thy paltry pelf 
„ I give gainſt thee my hate its ſcope; 

40 Wretch that liv'ſt but ſor thyſelf, 

„ With heart of ruſt that cannot ope; 

| l Fly bird of night from ſun and ſouls, 
q i | "That love 3 laugh o'er flowing bowls. 

4 Wo Who can let the penſive go, 

W ill {| Or the eye that drops a tear, 


And not weed their minds of woe, 
May not, dare not peep in here: Wh 
5 | | Vho 


E 


Who can 't be friends, can ne'er be ſouls, 
Nor e'er ſhall quaff our flowing bowls. 


Joys on joys, O let me taſte, 
Health and mirth dwell in my gate, 
Whilſt with eaſe my ſand doth waſte, 
Whilſt I bleſs the book of fate, 
That lets me live the life of ſouls, | 
With laughter, love, and flowing bowls. 


— K . 


SCOTCH Sons, ſung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall 


Gardens. 


Love, I doat, I rave with pain, 
No comfort's in my mind; 
There ne'er could be a happier ſwain, 

Were Sylvia leſs unkind. 


For when (as long her chains I've worn) 
I ſeek relief from ſmart, 

She only pre! me looks of ſcorn ; 
Alas ! *twill break my heart. 


My nval, rich in wordly fore, 
May ofer heaps of gold ; 

But ſurely I a heaven adore, 
Too precious to be ſold. 


Can Sylvia ſuch a coxcomb prize 

| For wealth, and not deſert, 
And my poor ſighs and tears deſpiſe ? 

Alas !. *twill break my heart. 


198 J 


When, like ſome panting hov'ring dove, 
I for my bliſs contend, 

And plead the cauſe of eager love, 

| She coldly calls me friend. 
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Ah! Sylvia, thus in vain you ſtrive 
To act a healer's part; 
"Twill keep but ling'ring pain alive, Yn 


Alas! -and break my heart. 


— — — 


_ 


were 
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But, Sylvia, when this conqueſt's won, 
And i am dead and cold, 

Renounce the cruel deed you've done, 
Nor glory wheu 'tis told; 


—— 
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For ev'ry lovely gen'rous maid 
Will take my injur'd part, 
And blame thee, Sylvia, I'm afraid, 
For breaking my poor heart. 
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The NEW lock Ex. 


A favourite Scotch ſong, ſung at Marybone Gar- 
dens. 
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E verdant woods, and chryſtal ſtreams, 
By whoſe enamell'd fide 

I ſhar'd the ſun's refreſhing beams, 
While Jockey was my guide : 

No more their fhades or murmurs pleaſe 
Poor Sylvia's love-ſick mind; 

No rural ſtreams can give me eaſe, 

Dine Jockey Proves unkind. 
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Wicher, ye plants; 
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9 Come, gloomy eve, and veil the {ky 


With clouds of darkeſt hue ; 
ye flowrets die“ 
Unchear d with balmy dew. 


1 Ve wildly warbling birds, no more 


Your ſongs can ſooth my mind ; 


My hours of Joy, alas! are o'er, 


Since Jockey proves unkind, 


1 I'll hie me to ſome dreary grove, 


For ſighing ſorrow made, 


Where nought but plantive ſtrains of love 


Reſound through ev'ry ſhade ; 


1 When the {ad turtle's melting grief 


With Philomel 1s join'd, 


9 Alone ſhall yield my heart relief, 


Since Jockey proves unkind. 


ZZ Be warn'd by Sylvia's fate, ye maids, 


And ſhun the ſoft deceit, 


Tho' love's own eloquence perſuades, 


Tis all a dang'rous cheat. 


Puy quickly, fly the faichlefs ſwain, 


His treach'rous arts deſpiſe ; 


Fo ſhall you live exempt from 7 


W pile hapleſs Sylvia dies. 


— —— 


Sung by Mrs. Weichſel. 
IRUEL Strephon, will you leave me, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn? 


1 | Will 


5 
Will you leave me, cruel Strephon, 
Will you prove yourſelf forſworn? 
Can, ah! can you thus deceive me, | 
Can you treat my love with ſcorn ? Da Capo, 
O! behold your Chloe pleading, 
Turn and ſee your once lov'd maid ; 


| Let ſoft pity interceding, 


Eaſe a heart your vows betray'd. Da Capo, 
Muft I hopeleſs pine and languiſh, 

Frenzy ſeize my tortur'd brain? 
See, he triumphs in my anguiſh, 

See, he glories in my pain. 


— * — — 
— . 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes. 


ſighs 
virtue may betray : 
Nature's great call, that govern's all, 
A daughter muſt obey. 
Alas ! my foul denies to hear revenge's crics ; 
Dare not, fond heart, to take his part, 
But drive his form away. 


F LY, ſoft ideas, fly, that neither tears nos 
My 


Sung by Mrs, Pinto, in Artaxerxes, 


DIE U, thou lovely youth, 
A Let hopes thy fears remove ; 
Preſerve thy faith and truth, 
But never doubt my love. 


Sung 
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The tuneful lyre, and ſwelling flute, 


Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay 
Treaſures up and ends the May. 


1 
Sung in Darux E and AuiNTox. 
N vain in ſearch of quiet, 
From place to place I range, 
My reſtleſs cares augmenting, 
No med'cine find in change; 
Delights ſo lately charming, 
Have loſt their pow'r to pleaſe, 
Yet ſomething cou'd I find 
_ Methinks wou'd give me eaſe. 


_— 


The Tukusk, Sung at Vauxhall. 


WEET Thruſh, that makes the vernal year 
Sweeter than Flora can appear; 

As Philomel attends thy lay, 

She envics the return of day: 


At thy rich warbling, ſhall be mute; 


Hark, how the blackbird woes his love, 
The ſkill'd muſician of the grove ; 

On thorn as perch'd he nobly ſings, 

A cadence for the ear of kings; 
Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 

A virginal to hail a queen 
Nature's muſic thus improves 

All the graces and the loves. 
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Sung by Mr. Hudſon. 
INCE every charm on earth combine 
In Chloe's face, in Chloe's mind, 
Why was I born, ye gods, to ſee 
What robs me of my liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 
My heart was lively, blythe and gay, 
Cou'd ſport with every nymph but ſhe 
Who robs me of my liberty. 


Think then, dear Chloe, ere too late, 
That death muſt be my hapleſs ſtate, 
If love and you do not agree 
To ſet me at my liberty. 


No to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy every clown | ſee 
Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And every idle care diſdain ; 

| We'll lire in ſweet tranquillity, 

| Nor wiſh for greater lib ty. 


RETIREMENT. 

| AREWELL, the ſmoaky town, adieu 
| Each rude and ſenſual joy; 

| Gay fleeting pleaſures, all uatrue, 

That in poſſeſſion cloy. 


Far from the garni{h'd ſcene I'll fy, 
Where folly keeps her court, 

To wholſome, ſound philoſophy, 
229 harmleſs rural ſport. 
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Where ſorrow's billows never ſwell, 


But ſafely thro? the ſea of life, 
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How happy is the bumble cell, 
How bleſt the deep retreat, 
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Nor paſſion's tempelt beat! 
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Calm reaſon waſts us o'er, 
Free from ambition, noiſe and ſtrife, 
To death's eternal ſhore. 


Sung by Mr. Mattocks in Tromas and SaLLY. 
USPiCIOUS Spirits, guard my love, 
In time of danger near him bide; 
With out-ſpread wings around him move, 

And turn each random ball aſide. 


And you, his foes, tho' hearts of ſteel, 

O may you then with me accord; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his jace, and drop the fword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breathe ſoft. in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, fmooth boſom of the deep. 


Till halcyon peace return once more, 
Brom blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile arms, 
My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
Amt harbours ſafe in theſe ſond arms, 


1 


Sung in the WIN TEX TaLE. 


ME, come, my good ſhepherds, our flocks ve 
| muſt ſhear; 

In your holiday ſuits with your laſſes appear: 

The happieſt of folks are the guileleſs and free; 

And who are ſo guilelefs, ſo happy as we ? 


We harbour no paſſions by luxury taught: 

We practice no arts with hypocriiy fraught : 

What we think 1n our hearts you may read in out 
| eyes, | | e 

For knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe. 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led; 
But we all the children of nature are bred : 
By her hands alone we are painted and drett, 


For the roſes will bloom when there's peace in the 
breaſt, | 


The giant, ambition, we never can dread ; 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open your door; 


They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſs'd us, that love we reveal ; 
Like the flocks that we ſee are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 
And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


Sung 


1 
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Sung by Mr. Morris, in Lov In a VIiLLaGs. 


ENCE with care, complaint, and frowning, 
Welcome jollity and joy; 

Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 

Mirth this happy night employ. 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 

Laugh and fing ſome good old ſtrain ; 
Drink a health to love and Nan, 

May chey N in triumph reign ! 


U— 


Sung by Mrs. "Thompion, | in the Maio OF THE 


MILL. 


H! what a ſimpleton was J, 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate; 
Now lay thee down, vain fool, and cry, 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 


No tears, alack ! 
Will call him back, 
No tender words his heart allure ; 
I could bite 
My tongue thro? ſpite 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for ſure, 
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Sung at Vanthall.. - 
2 Daphne vas the prettieſt maid 


The eyes of love could fee ; . 
Ard but one fault the charmer had, 
Twas cruelty to me; 
"T'was cruelty to me. 
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No ſwain that &er the nymph ador'd 
Was fonder, or was younger ; 
Yet, when her pity I 1mplor'd, 
*T was, ſtay a little longer ; 
 *T'was, &c. 


It chanc'd I met the blooming fair, 
One May morn, in the grove; 

When Cupid whiſper'd in my ear, 
Now! now's the time for love ; 
Now, &c. ST 


I claſp'd the maid ; it wak'd her pride; 


What! did I mean to wrong her} 
Not ſo, my gentle dear, I cry'd ; 

But love will ſtay no longer ; 

But love, &c. | 


Then kneeling at her feet, I ſwore 
How much I lov'd, how well; 
And that my heart, which beat for her, 
With her ſhould ever dwell ; 
With her, &c. 


Conſent Rood ſpeaking in the eye 
Of all my cares prolonger ; 
Yet Daphne utter'd with a figh, 
Oh ! ſtay a little longer ; 
Oh! ſtay, &c. 


The conflict in her foul I ſaw 
Twixt virtue and deſire; 
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| Oh! come, I cry'd, let hymen's law 
Give ſanction to love's fire; 
Give ſanction, &c. 


ve lovers, gueſs how great my joy! 
Cou'd rapture well prove ſtronger ? 

| When virtue ſpoke in Daphne's voice, 
You now—{ſhall ſtay no longer; 
You now—ſhall ſtay no longer. 


8 — 
3 


A favourite Duetto, in the Serenata of SOLOMON, 1 
„ OGETHER let us range the fields | 1 
a Impearled with the morning dew, = 
Or view the fruit the vineyard yields, 
| Or the apple's cluſtering bough ; ll 
| There, in cloſe-embowered ſhades, g ll 
Impervious to the noon-tice ray, * 
By tinkling rills on roſy beds, 9 
We'll love the ſultry hours away. | 
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Krrry; or the FEMALE PHAETON. 
Words by Mr. Prior. Sung at Vauxhall. 1" 
AIR Kitty, beautiful and young, Hh 
bi And wild as colt untam'd, We 
Þclpoke the fair from whence te ſprung, 
| With hittle rage inflam'd: 
Peam' d with rage and ſad reſtraint, - 
Which wile mamma ordain'd, 
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And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd: 
While wit and beauty reign'd : 

And ſorely vex'd to play the ſaint, 
While wit and beauty reign'd. 


Muſt lady Jenny friſk about, 
And viſit with her couſins? 

At balls muſt ſhe make all the rout, 

And bring home hearts by dozens ? 

What has ſhe better, pray than I, 

What hidden charms to boaſt, 

That all Mankind for her ſhould die, | 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? | 
While I am ſcarce a toaſt ? | 

That all mankind for her ſhould die, 


While J am ſcarce a toaſt? | 1 

Dear, dear mamma, for once let me, 2 

VUnchain'd, my fortune try; 0 

Il have my earl as well as ſhe, 11 
Or know the reaſon why. | \ 


Fond love prevail'd, mamma gave way; 
Kitty, at heart's deſire, 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire; 
And ſet the world on fire ; 
Obtain'd the chariot for a day, 
And ſet the world on fire. 


/ 
/ 
T 
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Set by Mr, Worgan. 


XE fair who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 


And triumph o'er the heart; 
For once attentive be a-while 
To what I now impart, 
Vould you obtain the youth you love, 
The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſcon as nature has decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 
And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears; 
The youthful blood begins to ow ; 
She hopes for man, and longs to know 
The ſurcſt way to keep him. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt; 

Be not too bold, nor yet too coy 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at hall, at park or play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride; 


And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 


In fewer words confide: 
The maid who thinks to gain a mate 
By giddy chat, will find too late, 
That's not the way to keep him. 


— — 
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His love with kind compliance meet: 
Let conſtancy the work complete, 
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In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear Spadille 
Your innocence perplex. 

Be always decent as a bride ; 

By virtuous rules your reaſon guide; 
For that's the way to keep him. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, ' 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware: 


And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


— EEInY 
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Mar-Evz, or Ka TE of ABEBRD IVW. 


— — ——ABÄEÿꝓa — — 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly through the night, 

To wanton with the winding ſtream. 
And kiſs reflected light: 

To court's be gone, heart ſoothing ſleep, 
Where you've ſo ſeldom been, 

Whilſt I May's wakeful virgil keep 
With Kate of Aberdeen. 


Thy nymphs and ſwains ex pectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 
Till morn unbars her golden gate, 


And gives the prom's'd May : 
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'The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
EZ The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half ſo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
4s Kate of Aberdeen. 


zl tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouſe yon nodding grove, 

[a ill new-wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love; 

15 t her approach the Jark miſtakes, 

Uh. pow quits the new-dreſs'd green, 

Fr birds, tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 


ow blitheſome o'er the dewy mead, 

0 1 Where elves deſportive play, | 

. feſtal dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or ſing their love-tun'd lay, 
Bll May in morning-robe draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

+ The nymphs and ſwains exulting cry, 

: iF = Here's Kate of Aberdeen.” 
We | 
} 


— — — 


—— ——ꝛ— — 


„% „„ 


et dy Mr. Worgan. 

3% O nymph, that trips the verdant plains, 
| With Saily can compare ; 

wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 

And rivals all the fair; 

e beams of Sol delight and clear, 

| 'F bs ale ſummer ſeaſons roll; 
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But Sally's ſmiles can all the year 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul, 


When from the eaſt the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her preſence bids the god of day 
With emulation glow : : 


Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 


Birds ſweeter notes prepare; 
The playful lambkins ſip around, 
And hall the ſiſter fair. 


The lark but ſtrains his livid throat, 
To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning Zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 


And ev ry flow ret ſeems to ſay, 


I but for Sally bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 


From morn to eve their tale ; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame 
Make vocal every vale ; 

The ſtream meand'ring thro? the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys z - 


And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 


Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. 


No more ſhall blithſome lak and ſwain 
T'o mirthful wake reſort, 
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Nor ev'ry May morn on the plain 
Advance in rural ſport : 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the grove, 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the hill, 
When I forget to love. 


92 
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STREPHON of the HILL. 
L Set by Mr. Arne. 

F ET others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
I Or Colin's at their will; 


I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the hill. 


As once I ſat beneath a ſhade, 
Beſide a purling rill ; 

Who ſhould my ſolitude invade, 
But Strephon of the hill, 


He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kiſs, 
I cou'd not take it ill; | 

For nothing, ſure, is done amiſs 

Buy Strephon of the hill. 

2X Conſent, O lovely maid ! he cry'd, 

' Nor aim thy ſwain to kill: 

2X Conſent this day to be the bride 

Of Strephon of the hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder . pray, 
Ser how they ſit and bill; | 


K 2 
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And not yet contented | Have conſctence, my dear. 


See the little lambkins bound, 


1 
So ſweet your time ſhall paſs away 
With Strephon of the hill. 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love propitious ſtill ! 

May ev'ry nymph be bleft, like me, 
With Strephon of the hill. 


Sung in the CyarLeT, by Mr. Vernon. 


OU ſay at your feet that T wept in deſpair, 
1 And vow'd that no angel was ever ſo fair; 
How could you believe all the nonſenſe I ſpoke ? 
What know we of angels ?—I meant it in joke. 


I next ſtand indicted for ſwearing to love, 
And nothing but death ſhould my paſſion remove; 
I have lik'd you a twelvemonth, a calendar year; 


——_——_—— 


** 


c 


Set by Mr, Baildon. Sung at Vauxhall. 


ARK! the birds begin their lay, 
Flow'rets deck the robe of May, 


Playful o'er the clover ground ; 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cowſlips blow. 


* 
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Now the nymphs and ſwains advanee 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance ? 
Garlands from the hawthorn bough 
Grace the happy ſhepherd's brow ; 
While the laſſes, in array, 
Wait upon the queen of May; 
While the, &c. 


Innocence, content and love, 

Fill the meadows and the grove; 
Mirth that never wears a , 
Health with ſweetneſs all her own; 
Labour puts on pleaſure's ſmile, 
And pale care forgets his toil; 
Labour puts, &c. 


Ah! what pleaſures mepherds know? 


Monarchs cannot ſuch beſtow; 
Love improves each happy hour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. 
Learn ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence; 

Learn ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence. 
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Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in the opera of Tom Jones. 
HEN tyrant love that foe to reſt, 


Deſpotic rules the virgin's breaſt 3 
The needle ſhe employs tu vain, 


To baniſh thought, to baniſh pain, 
BE K 3 | For 
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Their wheedling arts are loſt on me: 


As droop the flow'rs till light return, 
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For while beneath her fingers grows, 
In mimick bloom the ſilken role ; 
The fair by real anguiſh torn, 

Feels in her heart the growing thorn. 
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Y former time how briſk and gay, 
So blithe was I as blithe could be ; 
But now I'm ſad, ah! well-a-day, 
For my true love is gone to fea. 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to ſhun, 


For I to death ſhall love but one, 
And he, alas | is gone to ſea. 


As morns the dove its abſent ſhe; 
So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 
Till my true love returns from ſea. 


8 


2 


In the RE PRISAL. 


ROM the man whom I love tho' my heart! Þ 
diſguiſe, 1 

I will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe; 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, | 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. WY 
And if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 7 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I ca 


He will ſure take a hint from the picture I draw, 
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A wit without ſenſe, without fancy a beau; 
Like a parrot he chatters, and ftruts like a crow, 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a gaſcoon. 

A peacock, &Cc. 


As a vulture rapacious, in falſhood a fox; 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks 
As a tyger ferocious, preverſe as a hog; 

In miſchief an ape, and in fawning a dog. 
As a tyger, &c. | | 


in a word, to ſum up all his talents together, 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is of feather: 
Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ſtraw, 


Yet if he has ſenſe but to ballance a ftraw, _ 
He will ſure take the hint from the picture I draw. 


—— 
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Sung in the Maſk of ALFRED. 


A Youth adorn'd with ev'rv art, 

To warm and win the coldeſt heart, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt, 
In ſecret mine poſſeſt: 

The morning bud that faireſt blows, 

The vernal oak that ſtraighteſt grows, 
His face and ſhape expreſt, 
His face and ſhape expreſt. 


In moving ſounds he told his tale, 
: Soft as thy ſighings of the gale, 


L 16 
That wakes the flow'ry year, 

That wakes, &c. + 
What wonder he could charm with eaſe, 
Whom happy nature form'd to pleaſe, 
Whom love had made ſincere ? 

Whom love, &c. | 


At morn he left me— fought and fell ; 
'The fatal ev'ning heard his knell, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed, 
And ſaw the tears I ſhed: 
'Tears that muſt ever, ever fall ; 
For ah! no ſighs the paſt recall; 
No cries awake the dead, 
No cries awake the dead. 


* 


— ﬀ — — — — — by 
- Sung at Ranelagh. A 
V true honeſt Britons, who love your own land, % 
Whoſe fires were ſo brave, ſo victorious aud! 
free, J : | 4 
Who always beat France, when they took her in 
Hand | 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me; 
Come jcin, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


«©. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, old England's good 
© cheer, | | | 

The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tipling, 'dram-fipping fellows retreat, 1 
But your bear drinking Britons can never be beat. 1 


* 
1 
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bet PS, &c. 
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1 TThe French with their vineyards are meagre and 
: pale, 

They drink of the ſqueezing of half-ripen'd 
WM fr uit; We 

But we who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


Sbould the French dare invade us thus arm'd with 
| our poles, 

We'll bang their bare ribs, make their — 
1 jaws ring; 3 
For "= beaf-cating, beer-drinking Britons are 
9 ouls, 
| Who will ſhed their laſt drop for their country 
4 and king. 
Let us ſing, &c. 


* : __—_—— 


The Union of Love and WINE. 


ITH women and wine I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air; 
Por life without theſe, &c, | 

Tach helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my foul ; 
hach helping the other, &c. 


et grave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

F never ſhall alter my conduct for them ; 

/ care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

et them have their own humour, and I will have 
mne. 


Wine 
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Wine prudently us'd will our ſenſes improve, 
*Tis the ſpring-tide of life, and the fuel of love; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a ſmile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 
the vine. - 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half- 
divine, | | 

Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with 

| wine; | 

Then giving and e in mutual return, 

The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. 


But ſhouldſt thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper I'll quit, to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my laſs, 
My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 


_— 


— 


An Ops to Echo. Set by Dr. Hayes. 
Air. 


 TNAUGHTER fweet of voice and air, 
Gentle Echo, haſte thee here; 
From the vale, where all around 

Rocks to rocks return the ſound ; 
From the ſwelling ſurge that roars 
*Gainſt the tempeſt-beaten Shores; 

From the ſilent moſs-grown cell, 

Haunt of warbling Philomel ; - 

Where, unſeen of man, you lie, 
Queen of woodland harmony, 


Rc. 


4 
4 
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REciTATIVE. | 


Liften, nymph divine and learn 
Strains to make Narcifſus burn; 
Hark ! the heav'nly ſong begins ; 
Air be ſtill; breathe ſoft ye winds z 
Peace, ye noiſy feather'd choir, 
While Diona ſtrikes the lyre. 


A 1 RX. 


See, each eye, each raviſh'd ear, 

Fix'd to gaze, and charm'd to hear ; 
All around enchantment reigns, 

Such the magick of her ſtrains ; 
Strains which, if thou can'ft but learn, 
Soon will make Narciſſus burn. 


 RercrrtaATives. 


Echo, ſhould they fail to move 
His obdurate heart to love; 
Borrow, for ſhe well can ſpare, 
Borrow her enchanting air. 
| A. 
Learn her eaſe and elegance 
Of motion, in the airy dance; 
Learn the grace with which ſhe ſtrays 
Thro' the light fantaſtic maze : 
Add a thouſand charms untold, 
Should Narciſſus tl be cold; | 
Charms, the leaſt of which would more 
e obdurate heart to loye. 
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Jzexny of the Grzen. 


To dreſs their fancy's queen; 
Fain would I ſing, but words are faint, 
All muſic's powers too weak to paint 
My Jenny of the green. 


Beneath this elm, beſide this ſtream, 

How oft I've tun'd the fav'rite theme, 
And told my tale unſeen ! 

While, faithful in the lover's cauſe, 


The winds would murmur ſoft applauſe 


To Jenny of the green. 


With joy my ſoul reviews the day, 


When, deck'd in all the pride of May, 


She hail'd the Sylvan ſcene ;. 


Then ev'ry nymph that hop'd to pleaſe, 


Firſt ſtrove to catch the grace and eaſe 
Of Jenny of the green. 


Then, deaf to ev'ry rival's ſigh, 
On me ſhe calt her partial eye, 
Nor ſcorn'd my humble mein; 
The fragrant myrtle wreath I wear, 
That day adorn'd the lovely hair 

Of Jenny of the green. 


Through all the fairy land of love 
PI! ſee my pretty wand'ring dove, 
The pride of gay fifteen ; 


HILE others ſtrip the new-fall'n ſnows, 
And ſteal its fragrance from the roſe, 


Thongl 


well 
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Though now ſhe treads ſome diſtant plain, 


f Though far apart, I'll meet again 


My Jenny of the green. 
But thou, old time, till that bleſs'd night 


| That brings her back with ſpeedy flight; 


Melt down the hours between; 


And when we meet, the loſs repay, 
On loitring wing prolong my ſtay 


With jenay of the green. 


Sung by Mits Stevenſon. 
Dawn of hope my ſoul revives, 
And baniſhes deſpair 


If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 


Make him, ye gods, your care. 


a | Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 


My tender grief remove; 


N Oh! ſend ſome chearing ray of light, 


And guide me to my love. 


Thus, in a ſecret friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Cælia mourn'd, 

While courteous echo lent her aid, 
And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well-known. face 
Each riſing fear diſarms, 


He eager ſprings to her embrace, 


She ſinks into his arms. | = 
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A favourite CanTATa. Set by Mr. Stanley, 


X X 7 HO!lL buy a heart Myrtilla cries, 
And throws around her wanton eyes; 

An eaſy ſhape, a graceful air, 
A face, like lovely Hebe's, fair; 
A pair of eyes that wound at ſight, 
And foil the di'monds piercing light ? 
Came hither, ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love ; 
Come, quickly come, for he 
Buys that bids the moſt for me: 
But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Cræſus' wealth, to come, 
Nor vainly hope for gems, or gold, 
Such charms as theſe can e'er be ſold; 
So vile a change I ſcorn to make, 
For love's the only coin J take. - 


a. W n io ed aa. 4 


Cowpen Exows, 
Sung at Vauxhall. New ſet by Mr. Smith, 


\ HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves; 

Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 

But my lov'd-fong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows 

For ſure ſo ſweet, fo fair a bloom, 
Elſew here there never grows. 


ed 


© 10 1 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 


And won my yielding heart; 


1 No ſhepherd e'er that dwelt on Tweed, 


Could play with half ſuch art; 


ne ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 


The hills and dales all round, 


or Leader-haughs, and Leader- ide, 


Oh ! how I bleſt the ſound. 


4 Yet more deliphtful is the broom, 


So fair on Cowden Knows; 


ö For ſure fo freſh, ſo bright a bloom, 


Elſewhere there never grows. 


E | Not Tiviot braes ſo green and gay, 


May with this broom compare; 


1 Not Yarrow banks in flow'ry May, 


Nor buſh a boon Traquair. 


1 More pleaſing far are Cowden Knows, 


My peaceful happy home; 


Where | was wont to milk my ewes, 


At eve among the broom ; 


3 | Ye pow'rs that haunt the woods and plains, 


Where Tweed and Tiviot flows; 


3 | Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 


And my lov'd Crowden Knows. 


—— 
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Sung by Miſs Radley, in the PabLock. 


AY, little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 


5 0 Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
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Vour airy flight? 

Stay here and ſing, 

Your miftreſs to delight. 

No, no, no, 

Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go. 
Where, you wanton, could you be 
Half ſo happy, as with me ? 


1 


The IuPRU DEN T SHEPHERDESS, 
A A LI A D. 
Baung by Mrs. Weichſel, at Vauxhall, 

1 | E blitheſt lads and laſſes gay, 

11 Come liſten to my tale: 

As I one evening ſleeping lay, 
Within the flow'ry vale, 

Young Strephon paſſing thro' the mead, 
By chance did me eſpy, 

He took his bonnet off his head, 
And gently ſat down by. 


The ſwain tho? I moſt dearly priz'd, 
Vet now I would not know; 
But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And ſtrove away to go:? 
But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
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11 And at my feet did lye; 
His beating heart it thump'd fo faſt, 
i | I thought the lad would die. 


But till reſolving to deny, 
(The ſurer him to gain) 
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I bid the love-ſick ſhepherd fly, 
1 In words of high diſdain. 
He left me, never to return, 

S And to young Jenny flew 
While I my folly daily mourn, 
Por lighting one ſo true. 
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The PRUp ENT Supps. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon at Vauxhall. 


S I went to the wake that is held on the green, 
I met with young Phoebe, as blithe as a queen; 
A form ſo divine might an anchorite move, | 
And I found (tho' a clown) I was ſmitten with love; 
So I aſk'd for a kiſs, but ſhe bluſhing reply d. 
Indeed, gentle ſhepherd, you mult be deny'd, 


Lovely Phœbe, I cry'd, don't affect to be ſhy, 
] vow 1 will kiſs you here's nobody by ; 
No matter for that, ſhe reply'd, 'tis the ſame, 
For know, filly ſhepherd, I value my fame : 
So I pray let me go, I ſhall ſurely be miſs'd; 
Beſides, I'm reſolvid that I will nat be kiſs'd. 


Lord bleſs me! I cry'd, I'm ſurpriz'd you refuſe ; 
A few harmlefs kiſſes but ſerve to amuſe: \ 
The month it is May, and the ſeaſon for love, 

So come, my dear girl, to the wake let us rove : 
No, Damon, ſhe cry'd, I mult firſt be your Wife, 
You then ſhall be welcome to kiſs me for life. 
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Well, come then, I cry'd, to the church let us go, 
But after dear Phœbe muſt never ſay no. 

Do you prove but true (ſhe reply'd) you ſhall find 
P'll ever be conftant, good-humour'd and kind. it 
So I kiſs when [ pleaſe, for ſhe ne'er ſays ſhe won't, þ 
And I kiſs her ſo much, that I wonder ſhe don't. 
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The WonptrFuL OLD Man, 
Sung at the Grotto Gardens. 


HERE was an old man, and tho? it's not com- 
N mon, 
Vet, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 
And tho' it's incredible, yet Pve been told, 
He once was a mere infant, but age made him old ! 


Whene'er he was hungry, he'd long ſor ſome meat, 

And, if he could get it, *twas ſaid he would eat; 

When thirſty he'd drink, if you gave him a pot, 

And his liquor, moſt commonly, ran down his 
throat. 


ie ſeldom or ever could ſee without light, 
And yet, I've been told, he could hear in the night; 
He has oft been awake in the day-time, tis ſaid, 
And has fallen aſleep as he lay in his bed. 


Tis reported his tongue always mov'd when he talk'd, 

And he ſtirr'd both his arms and his legs when he 
walk'd; 5 | 

And his gate was ſo odd, had you ſ:en, you'd butt, 

For one leg or t'other wou'd always be firſt. 


. 
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His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if *twas not waſh'd, it was ſeldom quite clean: 

He ſhew'd moſt his teeth, when he happen'd to grin, 

And his mouth flood acroſs, *twixt his noſe and his 
chin. 


Among other ſtrange things that befel this good 
yeoman, 

He was married, poor ſoul, and his wife was a woman; 

And unleſs by that lyar, miſs Fame, we're beguild, 

We may roundly afiirm, he was never with child. 


At laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks ſay, he was not very well; 

But, what was more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not give fees, he could get no phyiician. 


What pity ! he died ; yet 'tis ſaid that his death 
Was occaſion'd, at laſt, by a ſtoppage of breath; 
But peace to his bones that in aſhes now moulder; 


Had he liv'd a day longer, he'd been a day older ! 
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The WaRWICEsHIRE Lap. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon in the Jubilee. 


Y E Warwickſhire lads and ye laſſes, 

See what at our Jubilee paſſes ; 

Come revel away, rejoice, and be glad, 

For the lad of all lads is the Warwickſhire lad, 
V arwick{hire lad, 
A. be mad, 

To the lad, &c. 
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Be proud of the charms of your county, 
Where nature has laviſh'd her bounty; | 
Where much ſhe has given, and ſome to be fpar'd, 
For the bard of all bards was the Warwickſhire bard, 
| Warwickſtire bard, | 
Never pair'd, 


For the bard, &c. 


Our Shakeſpear compar'd is to no man, V 

| 5 WE A 
Nor Frenchman, nor Grecian, nor Roman; | 

Their ſwans are all geeſe to Avon's ſweet ſwan, He 

For the man of all men was the Warwickſhire man, He 
Warwickſhire mann, 2 

Avon's Swan, 


For the man, &c, ; N 
Old Ben, Thomas Otway, John Dryden, A 
And half a ſcore more we take pride in; A 


Of famous Will Congreve we boaſt too the (kill, 
For the Will of all Wills was the Warwickſhire Will, 


Warwickſhire Will, V 

Matchleſs ſtill, 1 
For the Will, &c. 1 
There never was ſeen ſuch a creature, 
Of all ſhe was woith he robb'd nature, | r 
He took all her ſmiles, and he took all her grief, i 
For the thief of all thieves was the Warwickſhire 1 
N thief, | 3] 


Warwickſhire thief, 
He's the chief, 
For the thief of all thieves, &c. 
| , Sw BET 


„„ 1 
SwWEET WIIII O. | 
tas by Mrs. Baddeley, in the Jubilee, 


HE pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O, | 1 
1 The pride of all nature was ſweet Willy O { 
The Ard of all ſwains, 

He gladden'd the plains; 

None ever was like to the ſweet Willy O. 


Ie ſung it ſo rarely did ſweet Willy O, 
R lle ſung it, &c. 
= He melted each maid, 


80 kkiltul he plaid, 


| Whenever he ſung follow'd ſweet Willy O. 


le would be a ſoldier the ſweet Willy O, 
He would, &c. | 
| When arm'd in the field 
With ſword and with ſhield, 
| The laurel was won by the ſweet Willy O. 


He charm'd them while living the ſweet Wally O, 
He charm'd, &c. 
And when Willy dy'd, I 
"Twas nature that figh'd, by 
To Part with her all in the ſweet Willy O. [i 


No ſhepherd e'er pip d like the ſweet Willy O. | " 

a i 

All nature obey'd him the ſweet Willy O, | 

All nature, &c. | 4 

: Wherever he came, | | 

il, Whate'er had a name, 9 


Which, oh! my ſweet Shakeſpeare, was Planted by 


E -1-- 
The MurBerry Tree. 
EHOLD this fair goblet, 'twas cary'd from the 


thee ; 
As a relick I kiſs it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand muſt be ever divine, 


All ſhall yield to the mulberry tree; 
Bend to thee 
Bleſs'd mulberry 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhall be, 


Ye trees of the forreſt ſo rampant and high, 


Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads ſweep 


the Sky; 
Ye curious exotics, whom taſte has brought here, 


To root out the natives at prices ſo dear; 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


"The oak is held royal, is Britain's great boaſt, 
Preſery'd once our king, and will always our coalt 


Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thouſands that 
fight, 


But one, only one, like our Shakeſpeare can write, 


All ſhall yield, &c, 


Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow'rs, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs 


The 


Lge] 


| The garden of Shakeſpeare all fancies will ſuit, 
| With the ſweeteſt of flowers, and tie faireſt of 


fruit, 1 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


With learning and knowledge, the well-letter'd 


Birch 
Supplies law and phyſick, and grace for the church; 
But law and the goſpel in Shakeſpeare we find, 


He gives the beſt phyſic for body and mind. 


All ſhall yield, &c. 


The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree: 
Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 
The tree of our Shakeſpeare is ſtill more divire, 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


As the genius of Shakeſpeare outſhines the bright 


| day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 


Has the laurel and bays, and the vine ail in one. 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Then each take a relick of this hallow tree, 
From folly and faſhion a charm let it be ; 

Let's fill to the planter the cup io the brim, 
e honour your country, do honour to him. 


All mall yield, &c, 
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Tur WA TO KEEP HIM. 


: The Words by David Garrick, Eſq; 


E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
That a lover once bleſs'd is a lover no more; 
Attend to my counſel, nor bluſh to be taught, 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught, 


The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of you: 
eye, | 

Your roſes and liles may make the men ſigh; 

But roſes and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 

And paſſion will die as your beauties decay. 


Uſe the man that you wed like your fav'rite guittar ; 
 Tho' muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
How tuneful and foft from a delicate touch, 

Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much | 


The ſwarrow and linnet will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at com- 
1 mand; . 
Fxert with your huſhand the ſame happy ſkill; 
| For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your 
will, | 


1% Be gay and gnod-humour'd, complying and kind; 

[Turn the chief of your care from your face to your 
mind 3. PE | 

Tis there that a wife may her conqueſts improve, 


and Hymen ſhall rivet the fetters of love. 


2 
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A New SONG by GanTHoONY, 


OUN G Collin's ever blith and gay, 
His cheeks Jike new-blown roſes, 


| His breath's as ſweet as flowers in May, 


Made up in fragrant poſes. 


| His ſhape, and mein, do hearts allure, 


The graces all poſſeſſing, 
His love alone, my heart would cure, 
Pl aſk no other bleſſing. 


Tonce was miſtreſs of his heart, 
But he, like all the ſex is, 


| He's falſe, which cauſes all my ſmart, 


Yet he ne'er grieves, nor vexes. 


| Tho'I do fret, and ſigh, and pine, 


Another he's careſſing; 
If he'd return, and would be mine, 
I'd aſk no other bleſſing. 


Tis black-eyed Suſan, of the plain, 
Has robb'd me of my treaſure ; 

'Tis ſhe that cauſes all my pain, 
And gives falſe Collin pleaſure. 

Kind heav'n aſſiſt, my wiſhes aid! 
His love again poſſeſſing, 

Grant me but this; a love-ſick maid, 
Will aſk no other bleſſing. 


„ CLI A. : 
Dit tuneful Nine to aid my lay, 
For Beauty claims a Theme, 


That 
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That far outſhines the breaking day, 
On yonder floating Stream, 
No Laurel does the muſe purſue, 
That means but to diſpenſe, 
The Merit that's to Virtue due, 
Wit Modeſty and Senſe; 


For who can view young Czlia's face 
And not aſpire to-praiſe, 

Where ev'ry Charm and winning Grace, 
Seems emulous to pleaſe. 

Ye Modiſh Rakes indulge your Taſte, 
Your minds to rove are bent, 

But truſt me you muſt fix at laſt, 
Or never know Content. 


The taſteleſs pleaſure you enjoy, 

Will ſharp reflection prove, 

»Tis thus you ſpurn the am'rous Boy, 
Nor taſte the ſweets of Love. 

While ev'ry tranſport of the Breaſt, 
Endears the mutual Pair, 

And happier I than all the reſt, 
If Cælia proves Sincere. 


SCOTCH SONG, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


Peggy is a young thing, 

Juſt enter'd in her teens, 

Fair as the day and ſweet as May, 
Fair as the day and always gay, 
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My Peggy is a young thing, 
And I'm not very old, 

Yet well I like to meet her, 
At the waking of the fold. 


My Peggy ſpeaks fac ſweetly, 
When e'er we meet alane ; 
I wiſh nae mair to lay my care, 
[I wiſh nae mair, of a' that's rare: 
My Peggy ſpeaks ſo ſweetly, 
To a' the lave Pm cauld ; 
But ſhe gars a' my ſpirit glow, 
At wawking of the fold, 


My Peggy ſmiles ſac kindly, 
When e'er I whiſper love ; 
That I look down, on a' the Town, 
That I look down, upon a Crown: 
My Peggy ſmiles ſae kindly, 
it makes me blyth and bauld ; 
And naething gives me fic delight, 
As wawking of the fold. 


My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly. 
When on my Pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt, it is confeſt, 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe {ings beſt: 
My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly, 
And in her ſangs are tauld ; 
With Innocence the wale of ſenſe, 
At wawking of the fold. 
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PARDONNEZMOY, 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


] ONG time had Lyſander told Daphne his pain, 
And repeated his paſſion again and again ; 


The obdurate fair one awhile was ſo coy, 


That all her reply'd was Pardonnezmoy. 


In vain he entreated, implord, and care{s'd, 

Of all his pretenſions ſhe made but a jeſt ; 

Tho' his Life he declar'd her diſdain wou'd deſtory, 
Yet regardleſs ſhe anſwer'd him Pardonnezmoy, 


But finding his Sighs no Impreſſion cou'd make, 
He determin'd another expedient to take ; 
And Artifice now he reſolves to employ, 


To make her forget to ſay Pardonnezmoy. 


He ſwore that her Eyes like bright Phebus did 
ſhine, | 

That her Air was Majeſtic, her Form all Divine, 

With ſuch fond Deluſions he purchas'd the Toy, 

And Flatt'ry prevail'd over Pardonnezmoy, 


R 922 ͤĩ— 


CAUTIOUS PHILLIS. 
A Phillis ſought a vagrant Ewe, 
Attended by her Swain, 
The God of Love attended too, 
Theſe wand'rers of the plai, 
The hours unheeded paſs away, 
The minutes ſoftly flew, 


Wich 


1 
With him ſhe paſs'd a Summers Day, 
Forgetful of her Ewe. 
See Phillis ſee, the Shepherd ſaid, 
The Roſe on yonder Dad. 
How lanquid looks its brighteſt red, 
Compar'd to your ſweet bluſh. 
Obſerve the Lilly of the vale, 
How pallied is its hue, 
Your matchleſs Beauty makes it pale, 
And yields its ſweets to you. 


Twas quickly anſwer'd by the Fair, 
See how the Turtle Dove, 
On yonder Oak ſoft Pleaſure ſhare, 
And tender coo their Loves : 
So we enamour'd Pleaſures might, 
With mutual Kindneſs ſhew, 
But ſee advances ſable Night, 
And ſo fond Swain adieu. 


ann. 
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x 0ND Oo. 
Sung by Mrs. Weichſell, at Vauxhall, 
| es ſoft deluding tales of Love, 
Bright Nymphs your heart ſecure, 

Nor let your curious fancy rove, 

From thoughts diſcreet and pure, 
Man ſavage Man by nature prone, 
Lo objects daily new, | 
Vows ev'ry preſent Fair alone, 
Shall find Eis paſſion true; 


| M 3 Cou'd 
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Cou'd each fond fair view but the Mind 
Of him who charms the ear; 

Their treacheries of ev'ry kind, 

Unnumber'd wou'd appear. 


_—_—— 


Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 


E Love did firſt my thoughts employ, 
Returning Day ſtill ſaw me bleſt, 
Each happy Hour came wing'd with Joy, 
Each night was crown'd with baimy reſt, 
But now alas no longer gay, 
] riſe to hail the chearful light, 
1 fit and ſigh the live long day, 
Ard paſs in Tears the ſleepy Night. 


Come lovely Strephon hither haſte, 
| Sure thou haſt long perceiv'd my mind; 
I fear my words I vainly waſte, 
That thou art cruel and unkind : 
Or it ſome Maid of happier Fate, 
More favour'd lives, more lov'd than I ; 
Oh! free me from this anxious ſtate, 
Pronounce my fate and let me die. 


PAS- 


5 
PAST ORAL BALLAD. 
Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


ORSAKEN my Pipe and my Crook, 
Why will you ſolicit my lay. 
No longer I fit by the Brook; 
And carrol my Sorrow away. 
Say Laura what "Theme ſhall I chuſe, 
Your Praiſes I muſt not proclaim ; 

And Friendſhip's too cold for my Muſe 3 
And Love I'm forbidden to name. 


For I'm but a poor imple Swain 
Whoſe Flocks and w hoſe Herds are but ſmall 
And my Cottage tho? neat on the plain 
Is cover'd with Thatch and that's all 
And Laura is blooming, and Young 
Ah would that I too were the ſame 
My heart then' might hint to my Tongue 
Which now I'm forbidden to name. 


Yet denied my fond Wiſh to impart 
My Wiſhes from you ſhall not ſwerve 
That the Shepherd who ſues for your heart 
By his own may your Virtues deſerve 
With the charms which no time can deſtroy 


With the Worth which no breath can defame 


May you taſte of that permament joy, 
Which now Pm forbidden to name. 
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PAST OR AL. 


E Shepherds give ear to my lay; 
And take no more heed of my Sheep, 
They have nothing to do but to ſtray; 

T have nothing to do but to weep. 

Then do not my folly reprove, 

She was fair and my paſſion begun; 

She ſmil'd and I cou'd not but love, 

She 1s faithleſs and I am undone. 


Alas from the day that we met 
What hope of an End to my woes 
When I cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe ; 
Yet do not my folly reprove, : 
She was fair and my paſſion begun, 
She ſmil'd and I cou'd not but love, 
She is faithleſs and I am undone. 


O ye Woods ſpreail your branches apace, 
To your deepeſt receſſes I fly, 

T wou'd hide with the beaſts of the chace ; 
I wou'd vaniſh from every Eye, 

Vet my Reed reſound thro” the grove 
With the ſame ſad Complaint it begun, 
How ſhe ſmil'd and I cou'd not but love, 
She was faithleſs and I am undone. 


Sung by Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


PAS: 


E147 1] 
PASTORAL BALLAD, 
Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall. 


E *. the Primroſe or Cowſhip cou'd blow 
You ſaid that you'd ſurely be here, 

You care not and yet you ſhould know, 

The firſt of the May 1s now near. 

The Cuckow has utter'd her ſtrain, 

The Thruſh is now heard on each iprays 
And the Nightinga'e ſeems to complaim, 

As tho' you my dear Swain were away. 


What's the Spring, if you keep from my fight ? 
What the ſweets of the field and the grove ? 

No Muſic can give me delight 

But the Muſic of Colin and love : 

Let winter return when it will, 

Let ſnow and let froſt too prevail, 

If Colin muſt keep from me till, 

Why ſhou'd April perfume thus the gale. 


But Vows you have ſaid are not wind, 
Come and make the fond Seaſon more gay, 
You know how it is to be kind, 

Whoſe heart you have ſtolen away 3 
On wings, Love this Meſſage conveys, 
The Seaſon now haſtes to its prime, 

I can hear and can take no delays, 
Fetch up what you have loſt of the time. 


' PRITHER 


J vers'd in all our Sexes Art 
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PRITHEE FOOL BE QUIET. 


Scotch Song, Sung by Miſs Jameſon, at Vauxhall, 


OUNG jockey ſought my heart to win . 
And woo'd as Lovers woo, | 


Did juſt as Maidens do. 

What e'er he'd ſigh what e'er he'd vow 
I'd ſtudy to be ſhy at, 

And when he preſs his fate to know, 
was Prithee fool be quiet, 


Month after Month of am'rous Pain, 
ie made a mighty fuſs, 
Why if you know one loves a ſwain 
'T'is wrong to ſay one does: 

He told me Paſſion could not live 
Without more pleaſing Diet, 

Ard pray what Anſwer could I give 
But Prithee fool be quiet. 


| 


At length he made a bold eſſay, 
And like a Man he cry'd, 

Thy Hand my Dear, this very day * 
Shall Celia be my Bride : 

Convinc'd he would have teaz'd me flill 
] cou'd not well deny it, 

And now believe me when I will 

J make the fool be quiet. 


scorch 
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_ Sung by Mrs Weichſell at Vauxhall. 
\ AMON wou'd you know the paſſion 
You have kindled in my Breaſt, 

Trifling is the Inclination 
That by Words can be expreſs'd, 

In my filence view the lover 
True love is by ſilence ſhown, 

In my Eyes you'll beſt diſcover 
All the power of your own. 


_—— —_— 


Sung by Miſs Catley. 
OW cruelly fated is Woman to Woe ? 
Too weak to contend ftill beſet with the Foe ; 
Tho' each Wiſh we conceiv'd ſhould be crown'd. 
with Succeſs. | 


What would flow from thoſe Wiſhes but Care and 
| Diſtreſs ? 


For Love intervenes 
And Fancy's gay Scenes, 
Alaſs are clouded all o'er, 
The Sun quits the Skies, 
Hope ſickens and dies ; 
Heigho ! the Heart ſays no more. 
Tho? Beauty and Riches together conſpire, 
To Flatter our Pride and fulfill each Deſire 'B 
Nor Beauty, nor Riches, give Peace to that Breaſt 


Which Paflion has tortur'd, and Grief has oppreſs'd. 


For Love intervenes | 
And Fancy's gay Scenes, | 
Alas 


"<a, 
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Alaſs ! are clouded all o'er, 
'The Sun quits the Skies, 

T2008 ſickens and dies; 


— 


— 


Heigho ! the Heart ſay no more. ] 
GUARDIAN ANGELS. . 
* Sung by Miſs Catley in the Golden Pippin. ( 
2 Angels, now protect me, 
| Send, ah, ſend the Youth I love: 
Deign, O Cupid, to direct me, 
Lead me thro' the Myrtle Grove 
Bear my fighs, Soft floating Air, 
Say 1 love him to deſpair ; 
Lell him 'tis for him 1 grieve, 
For him alone I wiſh to Live. 


Mid ſecluded Dells P11 wander, 

Silent as the ſhades of Night ; 
Near ſome bubling rills Meander, 

Where he erſt haſt bleſt my Sight. 
There to weep the Night away, 

There to waſte in Sighs the Day, 
Think, fond Youth, what Vows you ſwore, 
And muſt I never ſee thee more. 


Then recluſe ſhall be my Dwelling, 
Deep in ſome ſequeſter'd Vale; 
There with 8 Cadence ſwelling, 
Oft repeat my Loveſick-tale: 
And the Lark and Philomel, 
Oft ſhall hear a Virgin tell, 
2 the Pain, to bid phos; 7 
To Joy, to Happineſs, and you. 
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COUNTRY DANCES. 


For the PRESENT YEAR, 


Margate Whim, | 
\IRST and Veet Couple Right-hands acroſs, 
round—left back again—crols over one Couple 
and turn—Right-hands and Lef:—foot it at both 
Corners and turn—lead out on both Sides and turn. 


Garrat Election. 
Firſt and Second Couple foot it and half Right 
and Left the ſame back again croſs over two Cou- 
ple lead up to the Top and caſt off. 


The Celeſtial Bed. 

Turn your Partner round with Right— hand and: | 
half figure turn your Partner round with Left-hand, 
and half figure to-your Place—lead down the Mid- | 
dle, up again and caſt off—Allemand with your 
Partner, and Right and Left at Top. 


Goddeſs of the Chace. 
Caſt off one Couple and Hands Four at Bottom— 
caſt up and Hands four at Top—crolſs over one 
Couple and half, figure at W and Left 
at Top. 
Prince de la Cour. 
Firſt Couple ſet to the ſecond Lady, and Hands. 
three round, ſame to the ſecond Gentleman: Pro- 
menade round three Couple, lead down the Middle, 
up again, and caſt off, 


Miller's Wedding. 

Turn your Partner with the Right-hand, turn 
with the Left-hand—!ead down two Couple, up 
again and caſt off —ſet Three 20 Three Top and 
Bottom Hands fix round. 
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"Hinds 2 and back again, the ſecond Couple 


Ry tho Sides, and back again, lead down the Mid- 
dle, up again and caſt off. 


Trip to the Nore. 
Change Sides and back again, lead down the Mid 
again, and the Gentleman caſt off, ſet 
Three and Three, Top and Bottom, Three and 
Three * and Hands ſix round. 


Mindſor Terrace. 
The firſt, ſecond and third Couple foot it, Hands 
round ſix—the ſame back again— lead down two 


Couple, foot it to your Partner, lead up and caſt off, 
lead thro? the third Couple and caſt up, Right and 


Lett at Top. 
Allemande la Crands. 


- Right- hands acroſs—Left-hands back again | 


lead down the Middle—up again and caſt off. 


Robinſon Cruſ», 
Firſt Gentleman ſet to the ſecond Lady and turn 


.- —firſt Lady ſet to the ſecond Gentleman and turn— 
lead down two Couple, up again and caſt off Right 
and Left at Top—lead out Sides— 


Away to the Camp. 

The three Ladies promenade round the three 
SGentlemen—the three Gentlemen round the three 
Diet lead down the Middle, up again and cal 
allemand with your Partner. 


Harlequin every where. 
Change Sides and back again—lead down the 
Middle, .up#again and caſt off—allemand with the 
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